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INTRODUCTION 


By Miss PARDOE. 


THE compiler of the graceful little volume which 
I have the pleasure of introducing to the public, 
has conferred an undeniable benefit upon the youth 
of England by presenting to them a collection of 
Oriental Tales, which, rich in the elements of in- 
terest and entertainment, are nevertheless entirely 
free from the licentiousness which renders so many 
of the fictions of the East, beautiful and brilliant as - 
they are, most objectionable for young and ardent 
minds. There is indeed no lack of the wonderful 
in the pages before us, any more than in the Ara- 
bian and Persian Tales already so well known: 
but it will be seen that the supernatural agency in 
the narratives is used as a means to work out to- 
tally different results. There is, in truth, scarcely 
one of these Tales which does not inculcate a valu- 
able moral lesson; as may be seen by reference to 
“The Powder of Longevity,” “The Old Camel,” 
and ‘The Story of the Dervise Abounadar,” among 


several others. 
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The present collection of Eastern Stories has 
heen principally derived from the works of differ- 
ent Oriental Scholars on the Continent, and little 
doubt can be entertained of the genuineness of their 
origin; while they have been carefully selected, 
and do honor to the good taste of their compiler. 
An acknowledgment is also due to him for his 
adherence to the good old orthography to which 
we have all been accustomed from our childhood, 
in the case of such titles as “Caliph,” “Vizier,” 
“« Houri,” “Genii,” &c.; as, however critically cor- 
rect and learned the spelling of Mr. Lane may be 
in his magnificent version of the ‘‘Thousand and 
One Nights,” and however appropriate to a work 
of so much research and value to Oriental students, 
it would have been alike fatiguing and out of char- 
acter to have embarrassed a volume, simply in- 
tended for the amusement of youthful readers, by a 
number of hard and unfamiliar words, difficult of 
pronunciation to all save the initiated ; and for the 
pleasure of the young requiring translation fully as 
much as the narrative itself. 

In one of the Tales there will be at once de- 
tected a portion of the favorite old story of Alad- 
din’s Lamp, in the subterranean gem-garden dis- 
covered by the handsome youth; while in another, 
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mention is made of the already-familiar legend of 
the hidden city of Ad, so popular among the 
ancient Arabs;* but these repetitions will cease 
to create any surprise when it is remembered that 
the professional story-tellers of the East are a 
wandering race, who travel from city to city, ex- 
hiditing their talent during seasons of festivity, in 
the palaces of the wealthy and the public coffee- 
houses. Those admitted to the women’s apart- 
ments are universally aged crones, whose volubility 
is something marvellous; and they are always wel- 
come guests to the indolent beauties, who listen 
to them for hours together without a symptom of 
weariness, as they pour forth their narratives in a 
monotonous voice strangely displeasing to Euro- 
pean ears. The men, while reciting their tales, in- 
dulge in violent gesticulations and contortions of 
the body, which appear to produce great delight in 
their audience. Since they generally travel two or 
three in company, and, save in rare cases of im- 
provisation, their stock of narrative is common to 
all, it is their ambition so individually to embellish, 
heighten, and amplify their subject-matter, as to 


* Most of our readers will also recognize in the Story of 
the Princess Schirine, the groundwork of one of Hans An- 
dersen’s beautiful Danish Tales, “The Flying Trunk.” 
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outshine their competitors; and it is consequently 
to this cause that the numerous variations of the 
same Tale which have reached Europe must be 
attributed. 

Taken altogether, there can be no doubt that 
the “Thousand and One Days” merit the warm 
welcome which I trast awaits them. PaP 
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THE 


“THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS; 


OR, 


ARABIAN TALKS. 


I. 


THE STORY OF HASSAN ABDALLAH; OR, THE 
ENCHANTED KEYS. 


TuerrLoļ, Caliph of Egypt, died, after having be- 
queathed his power to his son, Mohammed, who, like a 
wise and good prince, proceeded to root out abuses, and 
finally caused peace and justice to flourish throughout 
his dominions. Instead of oppressing his people by 
new taxes, he employed the treasures, which his father 
had amassed by violence, in supporting learned men, 
rewarding the brave, and assisting the unfortunate. 
Every thing succeeded under his happy sway ; the risings 
of the Nile were regular and abundant; every year the 
soil produced rich harvests; ‘and commerce, honored 
and protected, caused the gold of foreign nations to flow 
abundantly into the ports of Egypt. 

Mohammed determined, one day, to take the census 
of the officers of his army, and of all the persons in 
public situations whose salaries were paid .out of the 


treasury. The vizirs, to the number of forty, first made 
11 
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their appearance, and knelt in succession before the 
sovereign. They were, for the most part, men venerable 
from their age, and some of them had long beards of 
snowy whiteness. They all wore on their heads tiaras 
of gold enriched with precious stones, and carried in 
their hands long staves as badges of their power. One 
enumerated the battles in which he had been engaged, 
and the honorable wounds he had received; another 
recounted the long and laborious studies he had pursued, 
in order to render himself master of the various sciences 
and to qualify himself to serve the state by his wisdom 
and knowledge. 

After the vizirs came the governors of provinces, the 
generals, and the great officers of the army; and next to 
them the civil magistrates, and all who were intrusted 
with the preservation of the peace and the awarding of 
justice. Behind these walked the public executioner, 
who, although stout and well fed, like a man who had 
nothing to do, went along as if depressed with grief, and, 
instead of carrying his sword naked on his shoulder, he 
kept it in its scabbard. When he came into the presence 
of the prince, he threw himself at his feet, and exclaimed, 
“Q mighty prince, the day of justice and of munificence 
is at last about to dawn on me! Since the death of the 
terrible Theilon, under whose reign my life was happy 
and my condition prosperous, I have seen my occupation 
anc its emoluments diminish daily. If Egypt continue 
thus to live in peace and plenty, I shall run great danger 
of perishing with hunger, and my family will be brought 
to misery and ruin.” 

Mohammed listened in silence to the complaints of 
the headsman, and acknowledged that there was some 
foundation for them, for his salary was small, and the 
chief part of his profits arose from what he obtained 
from criminals, either by way of gift, or as a rightful fee. 
In times of trouble, quarrelling, and violence, he had 
lived, in fact, in a state of ease and affluence, while now, 
under the present prosperous reign, he had nothing 
better than the prospect of beggary before him. 
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“Js it then true,” exclaimed the caliph, “that the 
happiness of all is a dream? that what is joy to one may 
be the cause of grief to another? O executioner, fear 
not as to your fate! May it, indeed, please God that, 
under my reign, your sword—which is almost as often 
an instrument of vengeance as of justice—may remain 
useless and covered with rust. But, in order to enable 
vou to provide for the wants of yourself and your family, 
without the unhappy necessity of exercising your fatal 
office, you shall receive every year the sum of two 
hundred dinars.” 

In this way all the officers and servants of the palace 
passed before the notice of the prince; he interrogated 
each on the nature of his occupation and his past ser- 
vices, on his means of existence, and on the salary which 
he received. When he found that any one held a situa- 
tion of a painful and difficult nature, for which he was 
inadequately remunerated, the caliph diminished his 
duties and increased his pay; and, on the other hand, 
when he found the contrary to be the case, he lessened 
the salary and increased the duties of the office. After 
having, in this way, performed many acts of wisdom and 
justice, the caliph observed, among the officers of the 
civil service, a sheik, whose wrinkled countenance and 
stooping figure indicated his great age. The caliph 
called him up, in order to inquire what was his em- 
ployment in the palace, and the sum which it yielded 
him. 

“Prince,” the old man replied, ‘my only employ- 
ment is to take care of a chest that was committed to 
my charge by your father, the late caliph, and for 
attending to which he allowed me ten pieces of gold a 
month.” 

“It seems to me,” replied Mohammed, “that the 
reward is great for so slight a service. Pray, what are 
the contents of this chest?” 

“I received it,” replied the sheik, ‘in charge forty 
years ago, and J solemnly swear to you that I know not 
what it contains.” 
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Lhe caliph commanded the chest to be brought to 
him, which was of pure gold, and most richly adorned. 
The old man opened it. It contained a manuscript, 
written in brilliant characters on the skin of a gazelle, 
painted purple and sprinkled with a red dust. Neither 
the prince, however, nor his ministers, nor the ulemas 
who were present, could decipher the writing. By the 
caliph’s order, the wise men of Egypt were summoned, 
as well as others from Syria, Persia, and India, but to no 
purpose; not one was able to interpret the mysterious 
characters. The book remained open for a long time, 
exposed to the gaze of all, and a great reward was offered 
to any one who could bring forward a person of sufficient 
learning to read it. 

Some time after this, a savant who had left Egypt in 
the reign of Theilon, and had now returned after a long 
absence, chanced to hear of the mysterious book, and 
said that he knew what it was, and could explain its 
history. The caliph immediately admitted him to an 
audience, and the old man addressed him as follows :— 

“O sovereign ruler, may the Almighty prolong your 
days! Only one man can read this book, its rightful 
master, the Sheik Hassan Abdallah, son of El-Achaar. 
This man had travelled through many lands, and pene- 
trated into the mysterious city of Aram, built on 
columns, from which he brought this book, which no 
one but himself could read. He made use of it in his 
experiments in alchemy, and by its aid he could trans- 
mute the most worthless metals into gold. The caliph 
Theilon, your father, having learned this, commanded 
the sage to be brought before him, with a view of com- 
pelling him to reveal the secret of his knowledge. Hassan 
Abdallah refused to do so, for fear of putting into the 
hands of the unjust an instrument of such terrible power; 
and the prince, in a rage, laid hold of the chest, and or- 
dered the sage to be thrown into prison, where he still 
remains, unless he has died since that time, which is 
forty years ago.” 

On hearing this, Mohammed immediately despatched 


THE ENCHANTED KEYS. FO 


his officers to visit the prisons, and, on their return, 
learned with pleasure that Hassan was still alive. The 
caliph ordered him to be brought forth and arrayed in 
a dress of honor; and, on his appearing in the audience- 
chamber, the prince made him sit down beside him, and 
begged him to forgive the unjust treatment which his 
father had caused him to undergo. He then told him 
how he had accidentally discovered that he was still 
alive, and at last, placing the mysterious book before 
him, said,— 

“Old man, if this book could make me the owner of 
all the treasures of the world, I would not consent to 
possess it, since it only belongs to me by injustice and 
violence.” 

On hearing these words Hassan burst into tears. 

“O God,” he exclaimed, “all wisdom proceeds from 
thee! Thou causest to arise from the same soil the 
poisonous and the wholesome plant. Everywhere good 
is placed by the side of evil. This prince, the support 
of the feeble, the defender of the oppressed, who has 
conferred on me the happiness of spending my remain- 
ing years in the light of day, is the son of the tyrant who 
plunged Egypt in mourning and who kept me for forty 
years in a loathsome dungeon. Prince,” added the old 


man, addressing Mohammed, ‘what I refused to the | 


wrath of your father I willingly grant to your virtues: 
this book contains the precepts of the true science, and 
I bless Heaven that I have lived long enough to teach it 
to you. I have often risked my life to become the 
master of this wonderful book, which was the only arti- 


cle of value that I brought from Aram, that city into ` 


which no man can enter whois not assisted by Heaven.” 

The caliph embraced the old man, and, calling him 
his father, begged him to relate what he had seen in the 
city of Aram. 

“ Prince,” replied Hassan, “it is a long story,—as long, 
nearly, as my whole life.” 

He then proceeded as follows. 


ie 
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The Story of Hassan Abdallab. 


I am the only son of one of the richest inhabitants of 
Egypt. My father, who was a man of extensive know- 
ledge, employed my youth in the study of science; and 
at twenty years of age J was already honorably mentioned 
among the, ulemas, when my father bestowed a young 
maiden on me as my wife, with eyes brilliant as the 
stars, and with a form elegant and light as that of the 
gazelle. My nuptials were magnificent, and my days 
flowed on in peace and happiness. I lived thus for ten 
years, when at last this beautiful dream vanished. It 
pleased Heaven to afflict me with every kind of misfor- 
tune: the plague deprived me of my father; war de- 
stroyed my dear brothers; my house fell a prey to the 
flames; my richly-laden ships were buried beneath the 
waves. Reduced to misery and want, my only resource 
was in the mercy of God and the compassion of the faith- 
ful whom I met while I frequented the mosques. My 
sufferings, from my own wretched state of poverty and 
that of my wife and children, were cruel indeed. One 
day when I had not received any charitable donations, 
my wife, weeping, took some of my clothes, and gave 
them to me in order to sell them at the bazaar. On the 
way thither I met an Arab of the desert, mounted on a 
red camel. He greeted me, and said,— 

‘Peace be with you, my brother! Can you tell me 
where the Sheik Hassan Abdallah, the son of El-Achaar, 
resides in this city ?” 

Being ashamed of my poverty, and thinking I was not 
known, I replied, — 

‘There is no man at Cairo of that name.” 

“God is great!’ exclaimed the Arab: ‘are you not 
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Story of the Enchanted Keys. 
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Hassan Abdallah? and can you send away your guest 
by concealing your name?” 

Greatly confused, I then begged him to forgive me, 
and laid hold of his hands to kiss them, which he would 
not permit me to do, and I then accompanied him to 
my house. On the way there I was tormented by tho 
reflection that I had nothing to set before him; and 
when I reached home J informed my wife of the meet- 
ing I had just had. 

“The stranger is sent by God,” said she; “and even 
the children’s bread shall be his. Go sell the clothes 
which I gave you; buy some food for our guest with the 
money, and if any thing should remain over we will par- 
take of it ourselves.” 

In going out, it was necessary that I should pass 
through the apartment where the Arab was. As I con- 
cealed the clothes, he said to me, “My brother, what 
have you got there hid under your cloak ?” 

I replied that it was my wife’s dress, which I was 
carrying to the tailor. 

“Show it to me,” he said. I showed it to him, blush- 
ing. 

“OQ merciful Ged!” he exclaimed; ‘‘you are going to 
sell it in order to get money to enable you to be hos- 
pitable toward me! Stop, Hassan! here are ten pieces 
of gold: spend them in buying what is needful for our 
own wants and for those of your family.” 

I obeyed, and plenty and happiness seemed to revisit 
my abode. Every day the Arab gave me the same sum, 
which, according to his orders, I spent in the same way; 
and this continued for fifteen days. On the sixteenth 
day my guest, after chatting on indifferent matters, said 
to me, ‘* Hassan, would you like to sell yourself to me?”’ 

“My lord,” I replied, “Iam already yours by grati- 
tude.” 

“No,” he replied; “that is not what I mean: I wish 
to make you my property, and you shall fix the price 
yourself.” 

Tapan he was joking, I replied, “The price of @ 
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freeman is one thousand dinars if he is killed at a single 
blow; but if many wounds are inflicted upon him, or if 
he should be cut in many pieces, the price is then one 
thousand five hundred dinars.” 

“Very well,” answered my guest: “I will pay you 
this last-mentioned sum if you will consent to the bar- 
gain.” 

When I saw that he was speaking seriously, I asked 
him for time in order to consult my family. 

“Do so,” he replied, and then went out to look after 
some affairs in the city. 

When I related the strange proposal of my guest, my 
mother said, “What can this man want to do with 
you?” The children all clung to me, and wept. My 
wife, who was a wise and prudent woman, remarked,— 

“This detestable stranger wants, perhaps, to get back 
what he has spent here. You have nothing but this 
wretched house: sell it, and give him the money, but 
don’t sell yourself.” 

I passed the rest of the day and the following night 
in reflection, and was in a state of great uncertainty. 
With the sum offered by the stranger I could at least 
secure bread for my family. But why wish to purchase 
me? What could he intend todo? Before next morn- 
ing, however, I had come to a decision. I went to the 
Arab and said, “I am yours.” Untying his sash, he 
took out one thousand five hundred gold-pieces, and, 
giving them to me, said, “‘ Fear not, my brother: I have 
no designs against either your life or your liberty: I 
only wish to secure a faithful companion during a long 
journey which I am about to undertake.” 

Overwhelmed with joy, I ran with the money to my 
wife and mother; but they, without listening to my 
explanations, began weeping and crying as if they were 
lamenting for the dead. 

“Itis the price of flesh and blood,” they exclaimed : 
“neither we nor our children will eat bread procured at 
such a cost!’ 

By dint of argument, however, I succeeded at length 
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in subduing their grief; and, having embraced them, 
together with my children, I set out to meet my new 
master. 

By order of the Arab, I purchased a camel renowned 
for its speed, at the price of a hundred drachms; I filled 
our sacks with food sufficient for a long period; and 
then, mounting our camels, we proceeded on our jour- 
ney. 

We soon reached the desert. Here no traces of 
travellers were to be seen, for the wind effaced them 
continually from the surface of the moving sand. . The 
Arab was guided in his course by indications known 
only to himself. We travelled thus together for five 
days under a burning sun: each day seemed longer to 
me than a night of suffering or of fear. My master, who 
was of a lively disposition, kept up my courage by tales 
which I remember even now with pleasure after forty 
years of anguish; and you will forgive an old man for 
not being able to resist the pleasure of relating some of 
them to you. The following story, he said, had been 
recounted to him by the basket-maker himself, a poor 
man whom he had found in prison, and whom he had 
charitably found means to release. 





The Story of the Masket-atlaker, 


I was born of poor and honest parents; and my 
father, who was a basket-maker by trade, taught me to 
plait all kinds of baskets. So long as I had only myself 
to care for, I lived tolerably well on the produce of my 
labor; but when I reached twenty years of age, and 
took a wife, who in a few years presented me with 
several children, my gains proved insufficient to main- 
tain my family. <A basket-maker earns but little: one 
day he gets a drachm, the next he may get two, or per- 
haps only a half a drachm. In this state of things Land 
my children had often to endure the pangs of hunger. 

One day it happened that I had just finished a large 
basket: it was well and strongly made, and I hoped to 
obtain at least three drachms for it. I took it to the 
bazaar and through all the streets, but no purchaser 
appeared. Night came on, and I went home. When 
my wife and children saw me return without any food, 
they began to cry and to ask for bread; but, as I had 
none to give them, I could only weep with them. The 
night was long and sorrowful. At daybreak my wife 
awoke me, saying, ‘Go and sell the basket at any price 
you ean get for it, were it only halfadrachm.” I set 
out, and perambulated the streets and squares; but 
night came on again without my finding a purchaser. 
My wife burst out into a great rage. “What! she 
said; “do you still bring back this basket? Do you 
wish to see us die with hunger ?” 

I assured her that I had tried every means, but in 
vain, to sell the basket. She then took some articles 
of her own, and told me to go and sell them and pro- 
cure some bread for the children. I did as she said, 
and ay famished family partook of a miserable repast, 
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which my depressed state of mind prevented me from 
sharing with them. I slept little that night; and as 
soon as it was day I performed my devotions, and 
prayed to God to come to my assistance. I then went 
out again with my unsalable basket, with which I made 
many weary and fruitless rounds through the whole 
city. At noon, overwhelmed with fatigue and famished 
with hunger, I sat down at the door of a mosque, where 
the voice of the muezzim was calling the faithful to 
prayer. I entered to implore of God’s goodness that I 
might be able, by his assistance, to sell the basket. 
Prayer being ended, the faithful left the mosque, and 
I found myself alone with a venerable Persian, named 
Saadi, who seemed lost in contemplation. Rising to go 
away, he passed near me, and, noticing how pale I was, 
he said, ‘Friend, you are too much addicted to wine, 
and your health suffers from it.” 

“ My lord,” I replied, “do not believe it; I have never 
tasted wine: my weakness and paleness arise from my 
not having had any food for the last two days.” 

I then related to him my life, my occupation, and my 
wretched state. Whilst listening to me the stranger 
shed tears; and, when I had finished speaking, he said, 
‘‘God be praised, my brother! for I can put an end to 
your troubles. Take this,” (putting a purse of gold into 
my hands;) “‘run to the market, and buy meat, bread, 
and fruits for the refreshment of yourself and family. 
What I have given you will last you for a year to come; 
and, in exchange, I only ask you to meet me here, at 
the same day and hour, every year.” So saying, he de- 
parted. 

I could scarcely think but that I had been dreaming: 
the purse, however, proved that I was indeed awake. [ 
opened it, and found in it a hundred pieces of gold! 
Overjoyed, I ran to the bazaar, and, in pursuance of the 
orders of the benevolent donor, I purchased enough, not 
only to satisfy the calls of hunger, but also food of such a 
nourishing nature as had never entered my house before. 
The whole I put into my basket, and hastened to return 
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home. Having reached the door, I listened, being 
curious to know what was going on. My children were 
uttering lamentations, and their mother was endeavoring 
to quiet them by repeating, for the hundredth time, her 
advice to be quiet and not to weep, for that their father 
would be sure to return with something to eat. I then 
entered the room, exclaiming that God had heard them, 
and had sent them a plentiful supply for a long time to 
come. But when I showed them the purse and its con- 
tents, my wife shouted out, “What! have you then 
killed and robbed some one? Are we to become the * 
object of the inquiries and suspicions of the police ?”’ 

I then related my fortunate meeting with the old 
man, and while embracing me with tears of joy, and a 
conscience at ease, my family partook, with me, of a 
plentiful repast, at the same time invoking blessings on 
our unknown benefactor. 

For a whole year I lived happily in this manner. The 
day fixed upon by the stranger having arrived, I went 
to the mosque, after having attired myself in a becoming 
manner. The Persian came and seated himself beside 
me. When prayers were ended, and all the worshippers 
had departed, he turned toward me and said, with a 
smiling look,— 

“O my brother! how has the time passed with you 
since our last interview ?” 

“Thanks to your generosity, my lord,” I replied, 
“my life has been spent in a tranquil and happy 
manner.” 

The stranger then questioned me as to my courage, 
address, and love of travelling; and to all his questions 
I replied in a satisfactory manner, and, in my turn, 
asked him if I could be of any service to him. 

‘‘Noureddin,” he replied, ‘‘I intend setting out on a 
journey, and I wish you to accompany me as my servant. 
Ishall employ you inarespectable and becoming manner; 
and, if you show yourself obedient and devoted to my 
interests, you will have no reason to repent it. The 
journey will last two months. Look, here are thirty 
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dinars; buy provisions, that your family may want for 
nothing during your absence. In eight days you must 
bid adieu to your wife and children, and come to meet 
me here, bringing a supply of rice and dates, and arming 
yourself with a yatagan, to defend yourself in case of 
our being attacked.” 

I then went to my wife, and told her what the stranger 
required of me. ‘He is our benefactor,” she rephed: 
‘it is your duty to obey him.” I spent the eight days 
in laying in a store of food for my family and for the 
journey, and on the appointed day, after embracing my 
wife and children, I went to the mosque, where I found 
the Persian. The muezzim having proclaimed the hour 
of prayer, we joined init; and afterward I followed him 
to a desert place, where were two fine horses well har- 
nessed and yoked, which we unloosed and mounted, and 
then set out on our journey. 

After having traversed deserts and mountains during 
a whole month, we arrived at a fertile plain, watered by 
a fine river, whose peaceful and limpid waters, winding 
about a thick forest, formed it into a peninsula; a pa- 
vilion, with a golden cupola, seemed to rise out of this 
mass of verdure, and shone in the sun’s rays as if it had 
been on fire. 

The Persian now said to me, ‘‘ Noureddin, enter this 
forest, and give me an account of what you see.” I 
obeyed, but I had scarcely walked an hour, when I saw 
two huge lions with manes erect. Seized with alarm, I 
drew back, and, running away, reached my master out 
of breath, who only laughed at my fears, and assured me 
that I was needlessly afraid of the monsters. He wanted 
me to return, but I refused, and he was obliged to come 
back along with me. Having approached the lions, the 
Persion charmed them by some magical words, on which 
they became as submissive as lambs, remained motion- 
less, and permitted us to pass. We journeyed ex for 
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to strike us. All these fantastic beings disappeared at 
the sight of my master, and we reached at last the pavi- 
hon which crowned the forest. 

My master then said to me, ‘‘Go, Noureddin, to this 
pavilion; remove the belt of iron chains which fastens 
the gates, while I go and pray to the great Solomon to 
be propitious to our enterprise.” I did as he commanded 
me; but, when I let the chains fall, a frightful noise was 
heard, which made the earth shake under my feet. 
More dead than alive, I returned to the Persian, who, 
having finished his prayer, entered the pavilion. At the 
end of an hour he eame out, bringing a book with him 
written in the sacred language. He began to read it; 
and when he had finished, with his countenance radiant 
with delight, he exclaimed, “O thrice fortunate Saadi! 
thou possessest at last this holy book,—the sum of 
wisdom, the mirror of the good and the terror of the 
wicked! May the perusal of this garden of roses lead 
the ehildren of Adam back to that original innocence 
from which they have so fatally departed! Hearken to 
these maxims and sentences, worthy to be the guides of 
mankind from the shepherd to the king :— 


“ He who learns the rules of wisdom without conforming his 
life to them is like the man who tills his field but never sows 

ny seed therein. 

‘‘ Virtue does not consist in acquiring the riches of this world, 
but in attaching all hearts by benefits and good ofiices. 

‘Tf you are insensible to the sufferings of the unfortunate, you 
do not deserve the name of aman. 

“ It is better to be loaded with chains for having told the truth, 
than to be freed from them by means of a lie. 

‘A wicked person that accuses you of licentiousness should be 
made to blush, in his turn, by your virtnes and your innocence. 

‘Man should remember that he is born of the earth, and that 
his pride will one day come to an end in it. 

‘Crystal is found everywhere; but nothing is more rare than 
the diamond, and hence the difference in their value. 

“/Tnstruetion only bears fruit in so far as it is assisted by your 
own endeavors. 





THE STORY OF THE BASKET-MAKER. 26 


“The discipline of the master is of greater benefit to the child 
than the indulgence of the father. 

“So long as the tree is young it is easy to fashion it as you 
please; but when it has been permitted to grow, nothing but fire 
can straighten it. 

“Woe to the man of might, who devours the substance of the 
people! At last some dire ealamity will, of a surety, overtake 
him. 

“The most awful spectacle at the day of judgment will be, says 
the prophet, to see pious slaves in paradise, and hard and merci- 
less masters in hell. 

“ Do you ask whether the ant beneath your feet has a right to 
complain? Yes; just as much right as you would have if crushed 
to atoms by an elephant. 

“Encouragement toward tho wicked is a wrong done to the 
good; and the severest attack on virtue is to be indulgent to 
crime. 

“The perpetrator of an unjust action dics, but his memory is 
held in everlasting abhorrence. The just man dies, and his good 
actions bear fruit unto eternity. 

‘Be assured that thou wilt be rewarded if thine actions are good, 
whether thou wearest the dress of the dervise or the erown of the 
king. 

“Would a king have nothing to fear from his enemies, let him 
live in peace with his subjects. 

‘QO my brother! the world forsakes us all. Fix thy héart on 
the Creator of the universe, and all will be well with thee. 

‘What signifies it, whether we die in a stable or on a throne ? 

“At your morning and evening prayer be able to say, Almighty 
God, be pleased to remember thy servant, who has never forgotten 
thee !”’ 


“My ambition is satisfied,” resumed the Persian, “by 
the possession of this book; but a fortune of that de 
scr’ption would be no fortune to you, Noureddin. You 
stand in need of amaterial treasure; and this sacred 
volume tells me where we ought to look for it. Quick! 
Mount your steed, and let us proceed so long as Solomon 
favors us.” Leaping into our saddles, therefore, we set 
off at full gallop, and, entering the desert, jour ney ed 
thus for two days and a night. 

On the evening of the second day we arrived at a city 
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situated on a high mountain and surrounded with white 
walls which shone like silver. We passed the night 
under the trees of an adjoining wood, and next day, 
having offered up our prayers, looked about for some 
way of entering the city, the gates of which were shut, 
and within which there reigned a perfect stillness. My 
master went round the walls, and in his examination of 
them he discovered a stone slab in which was fastened 
an iron ring. We endeavored to move the slab, but 
could not. The Persian then ordered me to take the 
horses and to fasten them to the ring with our sashes ; 
and by this means we succeeded in removing the stone, 
which discovered the entrance to a subterraneous pas- 
sage. My master said to me, ‘ Noureddin, follow me; 
by this passage we shall get into the city.” On leaving 
the subterranecous passage we heard a noise like that 
which might be produced by the loud puffing of the 
bellows of a forge, and we supposed for a moment that 
the city was inhabited. This strange noise was nothing 
else than the hissing of two winged serpents, which ad- 
vanced toward us at a frightful pace. With the sacred 
book in his hand, the Persian advanced to meet them, 
and with one touch of this talisman laid them prostrate 
on the ground. 

This obstacle being overcome, we traversed the whole 
city, admiring its squares, houses, mosques, and palaces. 
But what had become of the inhabitants? By what 
scourge had they been cut off, or what reason had in- 
duced them to quit so beautiful a city? How long ago 
was it inhabited? My mind was lost in conjectures 
about what seemed so far beyond my comprehension, 
and my master made no reply to the questions which I 
addressed to him. At length we stopped at the open 
railing of some gardens surrounding an enormous palace, 
which surpassed all that the imagination could conceive. 
Bushy thickets, orchards covered with flowers and fruits, 
enamelled meads watered by murmuring streams, par- 
terres planted with the rarest and most variegated 
flowers, everywhere met the eye. The Persian sat down 
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under the shadow of a tree, opened the book, and 
commenced reading, and when he had finished ordered 
me to enter the palace. I reached it by a staircase that 
could only have been constructed by the hands of genii: 
it was formed of the most rare and costly marble, as 
were also the statues which were placed at the sides. 
After having walked through many spacious and mag- 
nificent apartments richly adorned, I entered a subter- 
ranean hail, still larger and more splendid. A hundred 
erystal lustres, brilliant with gold and precious stones, 
and lit up with thousands of wax-lights, shed a reful- 
gence more dazzling than the day. Its walls were 
covered with paintings, in which the spirit of evil strove 
in vain for the mastery over the spirit of good, and a 
long series of the statues of justly-renowned dead princes 
were ranged all around. Vacant pedestals, waiting to 
receive monarchs still living, whose names were inscribed 
on them, were also to be seen. In the centre of this 
subterranean apartment a throne of gold arose, in- 
crusted with pearls and rubies. On this throne an old 
man was reposing, with a countenance pale as death, but 
whose open eyes shone with a supernatural brilliancy. 
I saluted him respectfully, but he made no gesture. I 
spoke to him, and he made noreply. Seized with as- 
tonishment and fear, I returned to my master and told 
him what I had seen. 

“ God be praised !”’ he said: “we are now near the end 
of our enterprise. Return, Noureddin, to the old man ; 
go up to him fearlessly, and bring to me the chest on 
which his head rests.” 

I obeyed, and on my return to the subterranean hall 
I drew near to the throne, to which three silver steps 
led up. When I placed my foot on the first step the 
old man stood up: in spite of my surprise, I ascended 
the second step, when, seizing a bow, he placed a keen- 
pointed arrow in it and aimed itat me. Without any 
consideration of my benefactor’s orders, I jumped back- 
ward and took to flight anew. When the Arab saw me, 
he said, “Is this what you promised me? Cowardly 
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man, come with me, and you will find inestimable 
riches!” I then conducted him to the place where the 
old man was to be found. When my master was near 
the throne, he ascended the first step, and the old man 
arose; at the second step he took his bow and arrow, 
and at the third he shot it at my master, who received 
it on the sacred book, from which it rebounded as from 
a steel cuirass and fell broken on the ground. The old 
man fell back motionless on the throne, and his eyes 
ceased to shine. My master then laid hold of the mys- 
terious chest of which he had spoken to me, and took 
from it the magic key, which opened subterranean re- 
cesses, where heaps of pearls, diamonds, and rubies were 
deposited. The Persian allowed me to take as much as 
I pleased. I filled my trousers and the folds of my robe 
and turban with the finest pearls, the largest diamonds, 
and many other kinds of precious stones. As Saadi the 
Wise passed by all these treasures without looking at 
them, I said to him, “O my lord, why do you leave here 
all this wealth, and take away with you, as the reward 
of so many fatigues, an article of so little value? The 
book of wisdom is now useless: what man is there who 
does not think himself wise ?” 

“ My son,” replied the old man, “I am near the end 
of my career, and my life has been spent in the search 
after true wisdom. If I have done nothing to improve 
mankind, God, when I appear before him, will reckon 
with me not only for the evil I shall have done, but also 
for the good I may have neglected to do. As for you, 
who have a wife and children, I approve of your wishing 
to provide for their future condition.” 

We left the enchanted city and its treasures, which I 
greatly regretted not being able to carry away. When 
we reached the open country, I looked back to gaze 
upon the palace and city, but they had disappeared, at 
which I expressed my astonishment to my master, who 
replied, ‘‘ Noureddin, do not seek to fathom the mys- 
teries of knowledge, but be contented to rejoice with 
me at the success of our journey.” We then directed 


THE STORY OF THE BASKET-MAKER, 29 


our faces toward Bagdad, and at the end of a short time 
arrived there, without meeting with any thing else worth 
relating. My family were rejoiced at my return and at 
the good fortune I had so unexpectedly met with. The 
old man abode with us for some time, which he em- 
ployed in reading the Gulistan and in giving me useful 
counsels as to my future conduct. 

‘‘Noureddin,” he said, ‘‘you are the possessor of great 
wealth; know how to make good use of it: always re- 
member the wretched condition in which I found you 
in the mosque; beware of bad company and pretended 
friends and flatterers; avoid covetousness, and be 
charitable toward the poor; remember the uncertainty 
of riches, and how Providence often punishes those who 
give way to ingratitude and pride.” Besides his good 
advice, he would often relate to me instructive histories 
by way of example, and I shall not tire you too much 
if I repeat one of them to you. 
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The Story of the Derbise se 


A DERVISE, venerable from his age, fell jai at the house 
of a woman who was a widow, and who’ lived in a state 
of great poverty in the outskirts of Balsora. He was so 
affected by the care and zeal with which she had nursed 
him, that at the time of his departure he said to her, 
‘“‘T have noticed that your means are sufficient for your- 
self alone, and are not adequate for the additional sup- 
port of your only son, the young Mujahid; but if you 
will intrust him to my care I will do my utmost to repay 
through him the obligations which I am under to your 
care.” 

The good woman received the proposal with pleasure ; 
and the dervise took his departure with the young man, 
stating, at the same time, that they were to be absent 
two years on a journey. While travelling in various 
countries the widow’s son lived in opulence with his 
protector, who gave him excellent instructions, attended 
to him in a dangerous illness which he had, and, in short, 
treated him in every respect as if he had been his only 
son. Mujahid often said how grateful he was for such 
kindness, and the old man’s constant reply was, “‘ My 
son, gratitude is shown by actions, not words: at the 
proper time and place we shall see how you estimate my 
conduct toward you.” 

One day, in their journeyings, they reached a place 
out of the beaten road, and the dervise said to Abdallah, 
“We are now at the end of our travels: I am about to 
cause the earth to open and allow you to enter a place 
where you will find one of the greatest treasures in the 
bosom of the globe. Have you courage sufficient to 
descend into this subterranean recess?” Mujahid de- 
clared that he might be depended upon for his obedience 
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and zeal. The dervise then lighted a small fire, into 
which he threw some perfumes, and when he had pro- 
nounced some prayers the earth opened, and the dervise 
said to the young man, ‘‘ You can now enter. Remember 
that it is in your power to render me a great service, and 
that the present occasion is perhaps the only one when 
you can prove to me that you are not ungrateful. Do 
not allow yourself to be dazzled by all the wealth which 


you will find, but think only of getting possession of anv 


iron chandelier with twelve branches which you will see 
near a door: lose no time in bringing it to me.” The 
youth promised to attend to all that was required of 
him, and plunged into the subterraneous recess full of 
confidence in himself. Forgetting, however, what had 
been so expressly enjoined upon him, while he was busy 
filling his pockets with the gold and diamonds spread 
around in prodigious quantities, the entrance by which he 
had descended was closed. He had, however, the presence 
of mind to lay hold of the iron chandelier which the 
dervise had urged him to bring away; and, although he 
was now, by the closing of the entrance, placed in cir- 
cumstances which were enough to appall a stouter heart, 
he did not abandon himself to despair. While trying 
to discover some way of escape from a place which was 
likely otherwise to be his grave, he saw but too plainly 
that the opening had been closed upon him on account 
of his not having strictly followed the dervise’s orders; 
and, reflecting on the kindness and care with which he 
had been treated, he bitterly reproached himself for his 
ingratitude. At length, after a busy search and much 
anxiety, he was fortunate enough to discover a narrow 
passage that led out of this dark cavern. The opening 
was covered over with briers and thorns, through which 
he managed to struggle, and thus recovered the light of 
day. He looked around him everywhere for the dervise 
in order to deliver the chandelier to him; but in vain: 
he was not to be seen. 

Unable to recognise any of the places where he had 
been, he walked at random, and was very much asto- 
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nished to find himself, after a short time, at his mother’s 
door, from which he had thought himself at a great 
distance. In reply to her inquiries respecting the dervise, 
he frankly told her all that had happened, and the 
danger he had encountered in order to gratify the faney 
of the dervise; and then he showed her the riches with 
which he was loaded. His mother concluded, on seeing 
all this wealth, that the dervise only wanted to try his 
courage and obedience, and that he ought to take ad- 
vantage of his good luck, adding, that such was no 
doubt the intention of the holy man. 

While they gazed on these treasures with avidity, and 
framed a thousand dazzling projects for spending them, 
the whole vanished suddenly from their eyes. Mujahid 
then reproached himself again for his ingratitude and 
disobedience, and, looking at the iron chandelier, which 
alone remained of all his treasure, said, “ What has 
happened is just. I have lost what I had no wish to 
render back; and the chandelier, which I desired to 
give to the dervise, remains with me,—a proof that it 
belongs to him, and that the rest was improperly ob- 
tained.” So saying, he placed the chandelier in the 
middle of his mother’s small house. 

When night came on, Mujahid thought he would put 
a light in the chandelier, by way of turning it to some 
use. No sooner had he done this, than a dervise imme- 
diately appeared, who, after turning round, vanished, 
and threw a small coin behind him. Mujahid, whose 
thoughts were occupied all next day with what he had 
seen the evening before, wished to see what would be 
the event if he placed a light in each of the twelve 
branches. He did so, and twelve dervises immediately 
appeared, who, after wheeling round, also became in- 
visible, each of them at the same time throwing down 
a small coin. Every day Mujahid repeated the same 
ceremony with the same success; but he could only 
make it occur once in twenty-four hours. The moderate 
sum with which the dervises supplied him daily was 
sufficient for the subsistence of himself and his mother, 
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and for a long time this was all that he desired. By- 
and-by, however, his imagination began to feast itself 
with the idea of the riches of the cavern, the sight of 
those which he had once thought to be safe in his pos- 
session, and the schemes which he had formed as to the 
use to be made of his wealth: all these things had left 
so deep an impression on his mind, that he found it im- 
possible to rest. He resolved, therefore, if possible, to 
find out the dervise, and to take him the chandelier, in 
the hope of obtaining the treasure by bringing to the 
holy man an article for which he had shown so strong a 
desire. 

Fortunately, Mujahid recollected the dervise’s name, 
and the name of the city—Magnebi—where he dwelt. 
He set out on his journey as soon as possible, bidding 
farewell to his mother, and taking the chandelier with 
him, which supplied him every evening, after being lit, 
with the means of supporting himself, without having 
occasion to resort for assistance to the compassion of 
the faithful. When he reached Magnebi, his first inquiry 
was after the house where Abounadar lodged. He was 
so well known, that the first person he met could tell 
him his residence. On arriving at the house, or rather 
palace, he found fifty porters keeping watch at the door, 
each of them bearing a wand with a golden apple for its 
handle. The courts of the palace were crowded with 
slaves and domestics: indeed, no prince’s residence ever 
displayed greater splendor. Mujahid, struck with as- 
tonishment and admiration, was reluctant to proceed 
farther. ‘ Either,” said he to himself, ‘‘I have described 
the person whom I wanted imperfectly, or those to 
whom I spoke must have wished to make a mock of me, 
observing that I was a stranger. This is not the resi- 
dence of a dervise, but of a king.” 

Mujahid was in this state of embarrassment when a 
man came up to him and said, ‘‘ You are welcome, 
Mujahid; my master, Abounadar, has been long ex- 
pecting you;” and, so saying, he conducted him into 
a@ magnificent garden, where the dervise was seated. 
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Mujahid, struck with the riches which he saw every- 
where around him, would have thrown himself at his 
feet, but Abounadar would not permit him, and inter- 
rupted him when he was about to make a merit of 
bringing back the chandelier which he presented to 
him, by saying, ‘‘ You are an ungrateful wretch. Do you 
think to impose upon me? I know all your thoughts; 
and if you had known the worth of this chandelier you 
would never have brought it to me. I shall now make 
you acquainted wath its true use.” In each of the 
branches of the chandelier he now placed a light; and 
when the dervises had turned round, Abounadar gave 
each of them a blow with a stick, and immediately they 
were converted into twelve heaps of sequins, diamonds, 
and other precious stones. ‘‘ Look,” he said, “at the 
use to be made of this wonderful chandelier. My only 
reason, however, for wishing to place it in my cabinet, 
was on account of its being a talisman composed by a 
sage whom I revered; and I shall be always happy to 
show it to persons who visit me. To prove to you,” he con- 
tinued, ‘‘ that curiosity is the only reason which induced 
me to procure the lamp, take the keys of my cellars, 
open them, and judge for yourself of the extent of my 
opulence, and say if I should not be the most insatiably 
avaricious of all men not to be contented with what I 
have.” Mujahid took the keys, and made a survey of 
twelve magazines so filled with every description of 
precious stones that he was unable to tell which of them 
most deserved his admiration. Regret at having restored 
the chandelier, and at not having discovered its uses, 
now wrung his heart intensely. Abounadar seemed not 
to perceive this, but, on the contrary, loaded Mujahid 
with caresses, kept him for some days in his palace, and 
desired his servants to treat him as they would himself, 
On the evening before the day fixed for his departure, 
Abounadar said to him, “Mujahid, my son, I think, 
from what has occurred, that you are now cured of the 
frightful sin of ingratitude: however, I owe you some- 
thing for having undertaken so long a journey for the 
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purpose of bringing to me an article which I wished to 
possess. You may now depart; I will detain you no 
longer. To-morrow you will find at the gate of my palace 
one of my horses to carry you home. I will make you 
a present of it, together with a slave who will bring you 
two camels loaded with gold and precious stones, which 
you can select for yourself from among my treasures.” 
During the night Mujahid was restless and uneasy, 
and unable to think of any thing except the chandelier 
and its wonderful qualities. For a long time he said to 
himself, “It was in my power; Abounaclar would never 
have obtained it but forme. What risks did I not en- 
counter in the subterranean cave in order to secure it! 
Why is it that he is now the fortunate owner of this 
treasure of treasures? Is it not owing to my fidelity, or 
rather folly, in bringing it to him, that he now profits 
by the trouble and danger I underwent in the long 
journey I had to make? And what does he give me in 


return? Only two miserable camels loaded with gold’ 


and precious stones, when in a moment the chan- 
delier could supply me with ten times as much! It is 
Abounadar who is ungrateful, and not I who am so. 
What injury shall I do him by taking the chandelier? 
Not any; for he is rich, and wants nothing more.” 

These ideas determined him, at last, to do all in his 
power to get possession of the chandelier; and it was 
not difficult to do so. He knew where to find it, and, 
having taken it, he placed it at the bottom of one of his 
sacks which he had filled with the treasure given to 
him, and put the sack, along with the others, on the 
back of one of the camels. His only desire now was to 
get away; and, after having hurriedly bid farewell to 
the generous Abounadar, he took his departure, with 
his slave and camels. 

When now at some considerable distance from Balsora, 
he sold his slave, not wishing to retain him as a witness 
of his former poverty or of the source of his wealth. 
He purchased another, and went straight to his mother’s 
house, whom he scarcely noticed, so absorbed was he 
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with his treasures. His first care was to place the 
camel’s luggage in asecure place; and, in his impatience 
to feast his eyes with solid riches, he placed lights in the 
chandelier without delay. The twelve dervises made 
their appearance, and he bestowed on each of them a 
blow with all his might, being afraid of not complying 
sufficiently with the laws of the talisman; but he had 
not noticed that Abounadar, when striking them, held 
his stick in his left hand. Mujahid naturally held his 
in his right hand, and the dervises, instead of being 
changed into heaps of treasure, drew from beneath their 
robes formidable bludgeons, with which they all be- 
labored him so long and so severely, that they left him 
nearly dead, after which they disappeared, carrying 
with them the camels and all their burdens, the horse, 
the slave, and the chandelier. 

Thus, for not being contented with a large fortune 
honestly acquired, Mujahid fell into a state of misery 
from which he never recovered,—a suitable punishment 
for his ingratitude and avarice. 
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TuE old man at last took his leave of us, and re- 
turned to Schiraz, his native place, bearing with him the 
blessings of all my family. 

After Saadi’s departure, I unhappily neglected to 
follow his good advice. I purchased a new and splendid 
residence, where I lived in great splendor and luxury. 
Instead of being grateful to Heaven for its bounty, I 
became proud and insolent. I entertained and feasted 
all the gay companions I could meet with, while I re- 
fused to give alms, and drove the needy from my door: 
in short, I spent my money rapidly, and made the worst 
possible use of what I had so mysteriously acquired. My 
treasure soon began to run low; still I lived in the same 
profuse extravagance, until at last all was spent, and I 
found that, for some time, I had been living upon credit. 
The truth could no longer be concealed; and, being 
unable to meet the demands upon me, I had to sell off 
the whole of my property. A small sum would have 
sufficed to release me, so that I might again return to 
my trade, and, for this purpose, I appealed for assistance 
to my former friends and companions. Not one of these, 
however, would come forward in my behalf. The pro- 
duce of the sale of my house and effects was insufficient 
to pay my debts, and I was consequently thrown into 
prison, where I have remained for three years, my fa- 
mily, in the mean time, living upon the casual alms of 
the faithful. The aid you have rendered me will suffice 
to set me free, and I am now resolved to labor with 
diligence, in order to repair, as far as possible, my past 
folly. 


Gontinuation of the Story of Hassan Abdallah. 


In this manner our journey was beguiled, and on the 
sixth day, in the morning, we entered on an immense 
plain, whose glittering soil seemed composed of silver 
dust. In the middle of the plain arose a lofty pillar 
of granite, surmounted by a statue of copper represent- 
ing a young man, whose right hand was stretched out 
open, and to each of whose fingers was suspended a key: 
the first was of iron, the second of lead, the third of 
bronze, the fourth of copper, and the fifth of gold. 

This statue was the workmanship of an enchanter, 
and each key was a talisman: whoever was led by acei- 
dent or his own free will into this desert, and became 
possessed of these keys, inherited the destiny attached 
to them. The first was the key of calamities, the second 
of physical sufferings, the third of death, the fourth of 
glory, and the last of knowledge and wealth. 

I was ignorant of all these matters; but my master 
had become acquainted with them from a learned In- 
dian, who had also informed him that the keys could 
only be obtained by shooting them down with arrows. 
The Arab planted his foot near to the column, and then, 
fixing an arrow in his bow, which was of a foreign make, 
he shot it toward the statue, but, whether from want 
of skill or intentionally, the arrow did not reach half- 
way. He then said to me, ‘ Hassan, you havé now an 
opportunity of discharging your debt to me, and of pur- 
chasing your liberty. You are both strong and skil- 
ful: take this bow and arrows, and bring me down those 
keys.” Itook the bow, and perceived that it was of 
Persian workmanship, and made by a skilful hand. 
In my youth I had accustomed myself to this exercise, 
and na acquired great reputation in it. Desirous of 
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displaying my attainments, I bent the bow with all my 
strength, and with the first arrow I brought down the 
first key. Overjoyed, I took it up and presented it to 
my master. ‘Keep it,” he said: ‘it is the reward of 
your skill.” With a second arrow I brought down the 
leaden one. The Arab would not touch it, and I took 
it and put it in my belt along with the other. With 
two other arrows I brought down two more keys,—the 
copper key and the golden key. My companion took 
them up, uttering exclamations of delight. 

“ Oh, Hassan,” he said, ‘‘God be praised ! blessed be He 
who trained your arm and practised your eye to such 
accuracy. Iam procceding happily toward the accom- 
plishment of my object.” 

I was about to aim at the last key,—that of death,— 
and had raised my bow for that purpose, but he forbade 
me, and struck my arm to prevent my shooting. In 
doing this, he caused the arrow to fall and pierce my 
foot, producing a painful wound. Having dressed it as 
well as he could, he assisted me to mount my camel, 
and we thereupon continued our journey. After three 
days and nights of laborious travelling, we arrived in the 
neighborhood of a small wood, where we stopped to 
spend the night. I set «bout looking for water, and 
some refreshing fruits, and particularly some with whose 
good qualities I was acquainted ; but I could find nothing 
eatable. At last I discovered in the crevice of a rock 
a small spring, which invited me, by its clear and limpid 
waters, to refresh myself; but, stooping down to drink, 
I heard the voice of my companion shouting to me not 
to taste the water, for that it was poisoned. ‘ What 
matters it,” I said, “whether I die of thirst or of poi- 
son ?”’ 

“This water,” he said, ‘comes from the infernal re- 
gions, and passes through the mass of sulphur, bitumen, 
and metals that feed the fires in the centre of the earth ; 
and, if you drink, you will in all probability fall a vic- 
tim to your imprudence.” 

Although bitter, the water was so clear and fresh, 
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that, without heeding what he said, I drank some of it, 
and, feeling refreshed for the time, I agreed to proceed 
on our journey; but I had scarcely gone on a hundred 
paces when I was attacked by the most racking pains, 
and, with many exclamations and cries to Heaven for 
help, I endeavored to moderate the speed of my camel, 
who was following his companion at a brisk pace. My 
tortures became so great that I called aloud to the Arab 
and begged him to stop: he consented, when I dis- 
mounted and walked for some time, which partly re- 
lieved me. The Arab chid me for my disobedience to 
his commands, and, taking out a small phial from his 
pocket, gave me a few drops of cordial, which in a short 
time completely cured me. 

Toward evening we came near a high mountain, where 
we stopped to take a little rest. The Arab said, ‘‘God be 
praised, to-day will not be a fast-day with us! by expe- 
rience I have learned to collect a healthy and refreshing 
nourishment from a quarter where you would only find 
poison.” He then went to a bush with leaves of a very 
thick and prickly nature, and, having cut off some of 
them with his sabre, and stripped them of their skins, 
he extracted from them a yellow and sugary substance, 
similar in taste to figs, and I partook of the food until I 
was quite satisfied and refreshed. I was beginning to 
forget my sufferings, and hoped to pass the night in 
peaceful slumber, but when the moon arose my master 
said to me, “I expect you to perform a signal service 
forme. You have to ascend this mountain, and when 
at the summit you must wait for sunrise; then, stand- 
ing up and turning toward the east, you must offer up 
your devotions and descend. But take care, and do not 
allow yourself to be overtaken by sleep, for the emana- 
tions which arise from the ground in this place are ex- 
tremely noxious, and you may suffer severely from them.” 

Although overwhelmed with fatigue and pain, I obeyed 
the Arab’s orders, remembering that he had given bread 
to my children, and that, perhaps, should I refuse, he 
would abandon me in this savage wilderness. I as- 
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cended the mountain and reached the summit about 
midnight. The soil was bare and stony; not a shrub, 
not a blade of grass, was to be found upon it. The ex- 
treme cold, together with fatigue, threw me into such a 
state of torpor that I could not resist lying down on the 
earth and falling asleep. Iawoke at the rising of the 
sun to fulfil my instructions. Istood up with difficulty ; 
my aching limbs refused to support my body; my head 
hung down as if made of lead, and I was unable to lift 
up my paralyzed arms. Making a painful effort, and hold- 
ing myself up toward the east, I invoked the name of 
God. Ithen endeavored to descend the mountain ; but 
it was so steep, and my weakness was so great, that at 
the first step my limbs tottered under me, and I fell, 
and rolled down the mountain with frightful rapidity ; 
stones and thorns were the only obstacles to my descent, 
and they tore my dress and my skin, causing me to 
bleed at every pore. At length I reached the bottom 
of the hill, near to where my master was stretched on 
the ground, tracing lines on it with such attention that 
he did not observe in what a state I was. “God be 
thanked and praised,” he said, without noticing me: 
“we were born under a happy planet; every thing suc- 
ceeds with us! Thanks to you, Hassan, I have just dis- 
covered what I wanted, by measuring the shadow pro- 
jected by your head from the summit of the mountain. 
Assist me to dig where I have stuck my lance.” He 
raised his head, and, seeing me extended on the earth, 
motionless, came up to me, and exclaimed, ‘‘ What! in 
disobedience to my orders you have slept on the moun- 
tain, and imbibed its unwholesome vapors into your 
blood! Do not despair, however: I will cure you ;” and 
he took from his pocket a lancet, with which, before I 
could offer any resistance, he made small incisions in 
different parts of my body, from which I bled profusely. 
He then dressed my wounds and bruises carefully, and 
I felt a little better. Seeing that I was too weak to as- 
sist him, he began to dig in the earth himself at the 
piace which he had marked. He soon exposed to view 
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a tomb of white marble, which he opened: it eontained 
some human bones, and a book written in letters of 
gold on the skin of the gazelle. 

My master began reading it with attention: at length 
his pale brow became lit up with pleasure, and his eyes 
sparkled with delight. 

«Hassan Abdallah,” he said to me, “ this book teaches 
me the way to the mysterious city ; we shall soon enter 
into Aram, built on columns, where no mortal has ever 
as yet penetrated ; it is there that we shall find the prin- 
ciple of earthly riches, the germ of the metallic mines 
which God has placed in the centre of the earth.” 

“My lord,” I replied, “ I share with you in your joy ; 
but this treasure is of little or no advantage to me; I 
would rather, I assure you, be poor and in good health 
at Cairo than rich and in wretchedness here.” 

“Ungrateful man!’ he exclaimed; “I am laboring 
for your advantage as well as for my own, intending to 
share with you the fruit of our journey, as I have done 
until now.” 

“True,” I said; “but, alas! all the ill fortunes and 
calamities fall to me.” However, after some further 
assurances on the part of the Arab, I became pacified, 
and the same day, after having laid in a stock of fruits, 
we reascended our camels, and continued our journey 
toward the east. 

We journeyed thus for three days and nights. The 
fourth day in the morning we perceived in the horizon 
the appearance of a large mirror, which reflected the 
sunbeams. On drawing near we saw that it was a river 
of quicksilver: it was crossed by a bridge of crystal, 
without balustrades, but so narrow and slippery that no 
man in his senses would think of attempting to pass it. 
My master told me to unsaddle the eamels, to let them 
feed at liberty, and to prepare woollen slippers with 
thick and soft soles for both of us; and, having ordered 
me to walk behind him without looking to the right 
hand or to the left, he crossed the bridge with a firm 
step, and I followed him trembling. 
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After we had crossed the river and proceeded for 
some hours, we found ourselves at the entrance of a 
gloomy valley. It was surrounded on all sides with 
black rocks, hard as iron, and here and there on the 
ground were spread human bones, bleached by time. 
Through the dark foliage of the shrubs which grew 
there might be seen the undulating and scaly forms of 
serpents gliding along. I retreated hastily from this 
den of horror, but could not discover the spot at which 
I had entered, the rocks seeming everywhere to rise 
up like the walls of a great cavern. : 

I began to weep, and said to my companion, ‘‘ You 
have led me on to death by the path of suffering and 
misery: I shall never see my wife and children again. 
Why have you torn me away from my poor but peaceful 
home ?” 

“« Hassan,” he said to me, “be a man! Have patience; 
we shall soon get out of this horrible place. Wait a 
few moments, and I will show you how we may escape.” 
So saying, he sat down on the ground, and, opening the 
mysterious book, began turning over the pages and 
reading in it as calmly as if he had been sitting in his 
own house. After a short time he called to me, and 
said, “My friend, call up your courage: your task is 
easy. You are a skilful marksman: take this bow and 
arrows; examine the valley until you meet with a huge 
serpent with a black head; kill him and bring his head 
and heart to me.” 

“Alas!” I said, weeping, “is this indeed a thing so 
easy for me? Why will you not do it yourself? We 
are too fortunate not to be molested by these monsters : 
why should we go in search of them?” Upon this he 
started up with a fierce aspect, and, drawing his sword, 
swore that he would kill me that instant if I did not 
obey him. 

“Do you see all these bones?” he said. “They are 
the bones of men who disobeyed me, and who died in 
consequence by my hand.” Trembling, I took the bow 
and arrows, and went among the rocks where the ser- 
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pents were to be found. Selecting one which appeared 
to me to answer the description given me, I took aim 
at its head, and, invoking the assistance of Heaven, dis- 

arged my arrow. The serpent, mortally wounded, 
sprung up, and, twisting and contorting itself in a 
frightful manner, fell dead on the ground. When I was 
certain that he was dead, I took my knife, cut off his 
head, and took out his heart. With these bloody tro- 
phies I returned to my master, who received me with a 
smiling countenance. “Forgive me,” he said, “for em- 
ploying threats toward you: in reality I was anxious 
to save you from a miserable fate. The men to whom 
these bones belonged died here of hunger by their own 
fault; they proved deficient in courage, and I was com- 
pelled, in spite of myself, to abandon them to their 
fate.” 

‘““ Now,” he continued, ‘‘come and assist me to make 
a fire.” 

I collected dry leaves and small branches of trees, of 
which he made a small heap; then, turning an en- 
chanted diamond toward the sun, which was then in its 
meridian, a ray of light issued from the precious stone 
which set the materials in a blaze. He next drew from 
under his robe a small iron vase and three phials: the 
first, of ruby, contained the elements of winds; the 
second, of emerald, contained a ray of moonlight; and 
the third, which was of gold, contained the blood of a 
pheenix. All these substances he placed in the vase, 
and added the heart and brain of the serpent. He then. 
opened the book and put the vase on the fire, pro- 
nouncing at the same time some words which to me 
were unintelligible. When he had finished, he un- 
covered his shoulders, as the pilgrims do at their de- 
parture, and, dipping a portion of his garment in the 
mixture, handed it to me, desiring me to rub his back 
and shoulders with it. As I did so I observed the skin 
swell out and wings spring forth, which, visibly increas- 
ing in size, soon reached the ground. The Arab spread 
them and began to rise in the air. Fear of remaining 








e A 


if 


sat T 


y j M 
y cg W 


A 


24 


f Me 2 
Wi T I- — 


WES 


INN 


HAN 









U l, 


iis 
| 
Io 
t 
N 


The 
Escape 
of 
Hassan Abdallah 
and 
the Arab 
from the 


Enchanted Valley. 


p. 45. 


THE STORY OF IASSAN ABDALLAH. 45 


in this doleful place lent me courage, and, laying hold 
with all my might of the end of his girdle, I was borne 
up along with him, and in a few moments we bade fare- 
well to the black rocks of this fatal valley. Presently, 
as we pursued this aerial tour, we found ourselves soaring 
above an immense plain, surrounded by a precipice of 
crystal, tinged with azure and purple. The earth seemed 
formed of golden dust, and the pebbles upon it looked 
like precious stones. Before us were the lofty walls of a 
city crowded with magnificent palaces and delicious 
gardens. Lost in admiration of this glorious scene, the 
Arab forgot to keep his wings moving, and we descended 
rapidly toward the ground, which I of course reached 
first, he falling upon me. I then perceived his wings 
gradually diminish, and by degrees wholly disappear. 
When I noticed this to him, he replied that, un- 
- fortunately, science was limited in its powers; it enabled 
him to construct wings of great power, but could not 
avail for their preservation beyond a certain time. “To 
become the possessor,” said he, “of the ingredients 
which you saw me employ in forming these wings, I 
have spent thirty years of my life, the lives of many 
men, and money sufficient for a king’s ransom. The 
wings helped me but for a few moments,—long enough, 
however, for my purpose: they have borne me to glory 
and fortune. Rejoice, Hassan Abdallah; behold Aram, 
the city built on columns, the mysterious city !” 

We then approached the walls: they were built of 
alternate layers of bricks of gold and silver. The L 
battlements were of marble, cut and sculptured by the 
hands of genii. There were eight gates in the walls, — * 
the number of the gates of paradise: the first was of , 
silver, the second of gold, the third of agate, the fourth ` 
of coral, the fifth of pearl, the sixth of topaz, the seventh 
of emerald, and the eighth of ruby. 

The Arab informed me that this city had.been built. 
by the famous enchanter Tchedad, the son of Aad, who ~¥=* cf 
had exhausted upon it all the treasures of earth, 
sea, and sky. He wanted in his pride to rival the glory 
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of the Almighty by this piece of workmanship ; but God, 
to punish him, struck him and his family with lightning 
at the very instant he and they were solemnly taking 
possession of the palace. An impenetrable veil hangs 
over the city ever since, and no one has been able to 
discover it. 

We went forward, invoking the name of God. The 
streets were lined with palaces adorned with columns 
of marble, agate, and all kinds of costly materials; 
streams of odoriferous waters embalmed and refreshed 
the atmosphere; trees of a wondrous form furnished a 
delicious shelter from the rays of the sun, and in their 
branches birds of song produced concerts of ravishing 
sweetness. The very air that one breathed seemed to 
fascinate the mind and to lift it up to heaven. J 

The Arab, taking me by the hand, conducted me 
toward the palace of Tchedad. Its construction in 
point of art and splendor of adornment was unspeak- 
ably magnificent. Terraces, formed of colored crystal, 
were supported on a thousand columns of gold. In the 
midst of the palace was an enchanted garden, where 
the earth, breathing of musk, bore fruits and flowers of 
marvellous richness and beauty. Three rivers sur- 
rounded the garden, flowing with wine, rose-water, and 
honey. In thecentre of the garden there was a pavilion, 
whose dome, formed of a single emerald, overshadowed 
a throne of gold covered with pearls and rubies. On the 
throne there was a small chest of gold: the Arab opened 
it, and found in it a red powder. “Throw away this 
dust,” I said, “and fill the casket with precious stones.” 

“Poor fool that you are,” he replied; “this dust is 
the source of all the riches of the world: it is red sul- 
phur. A small portion of itis sufficient to change into 
gold the basest metals. With it I can build palaces, 
found cities, purchase the life of men and the admiration 
of beautiful women. I can even, if I please, cause my- 
self to become prince and king; but I cannot by it pro- 
long my life a single day, or efface an hour from my by- 
past existence. God alone is great! God alone is eternal!” 
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Whilst he thus spoke, I employed myself in collecting 
precious stones and pearls, filling with them my girdle, 
pockets, and turban. 

‘Unhappy man!’ he cried, “what are you doing? 
You will bring down upon us the vengeance of Heaven. 
We are only permitted to touch this casket; and if we 
should attempt to carry out of the valley a leaf from one 
of these trees, or a stone from off the ground, instan- 
taneous death would be our lot.” 

I immediately emptied my pockets, much to my re- 
gret, and followed my master,—not, however, without 
often turning my head aside to look at the incalculable 
riches spread around me. Fearing that I should fall a 
prey to the seductions of wealth, my master took me by 
the hand and led me out of the city. We quitted it by 
the path by which we came, but more slowly than we 
approached. When we arrived at the crystal precipice 
it opened before us, and we passed through it. When 
we had done so, we looked about in vain for the wonder- 
ful plain and the city: they could no longer be seen. 
We found ourselves on the brink of the river of quick- 
silver, and crossed the bridge. Our camels were feeding 
on the flowery herbage, and I ran to mine with delight, 
as to an old friend. After refastening our girths, we 


mounted and set out on the road to Egypt. We were | 


three months in reaching Cairo. During all this time I 
suffered many privations ; my health was destroyed, and 
I endured every kind of evil. From some fatality, the 
cause of which was unknown to me at the time, I alone 
was exposed to all the accidents of the journey, while 
my companion continued in health and comfort, passing 
safely through every danger. I discovered afterward 
that all my misfortunes arose from my having in my 
possession the enchanted keys. This was one day to- 
ward the close of our journey, when the Arab confessed 
to me that he was aware of this fatal quality of theirs, 
and that it was in order to free himself from it that he 
purchased me. When I wanted to throw away the 
accursed keys, he withheld me. ‘“ Patience and resig- 
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nation,” said he, ‘‘and these virtues only, can exhaust 
their evil influence, and for your own sake I would ad- 
vise you to keep them to the end. All will turn out 
eventually for your good.” 

A few days after receiving this communication we 
arrived at Cairo, and I immediately ran to my home, 
the door of which was open and broken, and the interior 
occupied by crowds of famished and prowling dogs, who 
had taken up their abode there. A neighbor, who heard 
me calling out in an agony of despair, opened her door, 
and said to me, ‘‘ Hassan Abdallah, is that you? Well 
may you be astounded! Know that some time after 
your departure—that is, about five months ago—some 
thieves, knowing that you were absent, and that there 
was no male slave left to take care of your house, broke 
into your house during the night, insulted the women, and 
went off with all the property that you had left. Your 
mother died a few days after, in consequence. Your 
wife, in her destitution, resolved to go to Alexandria, to 
her brother. The caravan which she accompanied was 
attacked by the Arabs of the desert, who, being enraged 
at the resistance they met with, put all to the sword 
without mercy.” 

On hearing these sad tidings, I shed many tears, and, 
returning to the Arab, accused him with being the cause 
of all my misfortunes. ‘God is the Author and End 
of all things,” he said to me, and then, taking me by 
the hand, led me along with him. It appeared that on 
the same day he had hired a magnificent palace. To 
this he now compelled me to repair and reside with 
him ; and, for my consolation, he told me that he would 
share with me the treasures of science and teach me to 
. read in the book of alchemy. 

Here we resided a long time. Whenever his costly 
fancies caused him to be in want of money, he used to 
have several hundredweight of lead conveyed secretly 
to him, and when it was melted he threw some small 
portions of red sulphur into it, and in a moment the 
vile metal was changed into the purest gold. In the 
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midst of all this luxury, I continued ill and unhappy: 
my feeble body was unable to support the weight or to 
endure the contact of the rich clothes and the precious 
stuffs with which I was covered. The most delicate 
food was served up to me in vain, and the most delicious 
wines; I only felt disgusted and disinclined toward them 
all. I had superb apartments, beds formed of sweet- 
smelling and costly woods, and divans of purple; but 
sleep, in spite of all, was a stranger to my eyes. 

IT called on Death, but he refused to come tome. The 
Arab, on the other hand, passed his time in pleasure 
and feasting. 

The palace-gardens extended to the banks of the Nile: 
they were planted with the rarest trees, brought at a 
great expense from India, Persia, China, and the isles. 
Machines, constructed with great skill, raised the water 
of the Nile, and caused it to fall in fresh and brilliant 
jets into marble reservoirs,— 


‘‘Mid orange-groves and myrtle bowers, that breathed a gale of 
fragrance round,” 


mingled with the perfume of jasmines and roses; there 
were silken pavilions, embroidered with gold, and sup- 
ported on pillars of gold and silver; brilliant lamps, 
enclosed in globes of crystal, shed over all a light soft 
and effulgent as that of the moon. 

There, on each returning night, the Arab received 
his companions, and treated them with the utmost 
magnificence. His liberality made every one who ap- 
proached him his friend, and they styled him the Great, 
the Magnificent. 

He would sometimes come to see me at the pavilion, 
where my illness compelled me to remain, a solitary 
prisoner. On one such occasion, he paid me his visit 
after a night of pleasure, early in the morning. He was 
heated with wine, his face red, and his eyes shining 
with a strange lustre. He sat down beside me, and, 
taking hold of my hand, began singing, and, when he 
had “ws shut his eyes, leaned his head on his 
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breast, and appeared to fall asleep. Alarmed at length 
at his unnatural stillness, IJ leaned over to him: his 
breathing had ceased: he had expired. 

Perceiving that all help was useless, I began to rum- 
mage his pockets, his girdle, and his turban, in the hope 
of finding the keys of happiness and of wisdom, but 
could not discover them. I thereupon, in spite of my 
bad state of health, and without losing a moment, laid 
hold of the casket containing the book of alchemy and 
the red sulphur; and, considering that I might lawfully 
regard myself as the legitimate proprietor, I carried it 
secretly to my former house, which I had previously 
caused to be rebuilt and provided with new furniture. 

Returning to the palace just as I had left it, I began 
to cry aloud, and to ask for help. The slaves and ser- 
vants ran immediately to know what was the matter, 
and I then sent them to bring the best physician, —even 
the caliph’s, if he could be found. When the medical 
men came they declared that the stranger had died by 
the will of God. I then gave orders for the funeral. 

His body, attired in the richest vestments, was placed, 
exposed to view, in a coffin of aloe-wood, lined with 
gold. A cloth of a marvellously fine tissue, which had 
been manufactured for a Persian prince, served for a 
coverlet. Fifty servants, all dressed in mourning-attire, 
bore, in turns, the coffin on their shoulders; and every 
good Mussulman who passed by hastened to lend his 
assistance, if it were only by a helping hand. 

A considerable number of women, hired for the pur- 
pose, followed the bier, uttering plaintive cries. 

The keepers of the mosque sung sacred verses, and 
the crowd repeated, “God is God! There is no God 
but God! He alone is eternal.” In this order, accom- 
panied by numerous friends whom the Arab had made 
by his generosity, we proceeded to the cemetery, south- 
ward of the city, and near to the gate of Bab-el-Masr, 
(the gate of victory.) I gave a purse of gold to a skilful 
architect, with orders to raise a tomb to the memory of 
my master. 
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Returning to the palace, it fell to my lot, of course, to 
preside at the funeral-repast. This painful duty was 
scarcely over, when I saw some officers from the caliph 
arrive, who were commanded by his order to take pos- 
session of the wealth contained in the palace, and which 
belonged to him, asa stranger’s heir. I was driven 
away, and left the palace, taking with me in appearance 
nothing but the dress which I wore, but, in reality, the 
owner of an inestimable treasure. 

Betaking myself to my house, I resolved to live there 
an unknown and peaceful life, passing the time in the 
study of the sciences, and only using the red sulphur to 


= 


impart benefit to others in secret. tse 


A curious and jealous neighbor, having ascended the 
terrace of my house one evening and seen me at work, 
effecting the transmutation of the lead into gold, told 
my secret to his wife, who repeated it at the bath, and 
next morning all Cairo was acquainted with it. 

The report reached the ears of the caliph, Theilon, 
who sent for me, and told me that he knew I possessed 
the great secret of knowledge, and that if I would share 
it with him he would overwhelm me with honors and 
associate me with him in rank. I refused to the im- 
pious man the distinguished favor which God had denied 
to him. Transported with rage, he caused me to be 
loaded with chains and thrown into a gloomy dungeon ; 
and, being bafiled in his attempts to penetrate my secret, 
he placed the casket and the book under the care of a 
person on whose fidelity he could depend, hoping to 
force the secret from me by the sufferings which he 
made me endure. In this state I have lived for forty 
years. By my persecutor’s orders, I have been made 
to undergo all kinds of privations and tortures, and 
only knew of his death by my being relieved from 
punishment, 

This morning, when kneeling on the ground at my 
devotions, I put my hand on a strange and hard sub- 
stance. Looking at it, I perceived that it was the fatal 
keys which I had years ago buried under the floor of my 
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dungeon. They were so worn by rust and damp that 
they crumbled into powder in my hand,-and I then 
thought that God intended to have pity upon me, and 
that my afflictions were about to end, either by death or 
the alleviation of my sufferings. A few moments after, 
your officers came and set me at liberty. 

‘Now, O king!” continued the old man, “I have lived 
long enough, since I have been permitted to approach 
the greatest and most upright of monarchs.” 

Mohammed, overjoyed at performing an act of justice, 
thanked Heaven for having sent him such a treasure ; 
and, being desirous to prove its reality, he caused one 
thousand. hundredweight of lead to be melted in im- 
mense caldrons; and, having mixed some of the red 
powder in the fiery mass, and pronounced over it the 
magical words dictated to him by the old man, the base 
metal was instantly changed into pure gold. 

The caliph, in order to propitiate the favor of Heaven, 
resolved to employ this treasure in the building of a 
mosque which should transcend by its magnificence 
every other in the world. He collected architects from 
all the neighboring countries, laid before them the plan 
of a vast edifice, unfettered by the difficulties or expense 
of its execution. 

The architects traced out an immense quadrangle, 
the sides of which faced the four cardinal points of the 
heavens. At each corner a tower of prodigious height 
was placed, of admirable proportions: the top of the 
structure was surrounded with a gallery and crowned 
with a dome of gilt copper. On each side of the edifice 
one thousand pillars were raised, supporting arches of an 
elegant curve and solid construction, and on the arches 
terraces were laid out with balustrades of gold of ex- 
quisite workmanship. In the centre of the edifice an 
immense pavilion was erected, whose construction was 
of so light and elegant a nature that one would have 
thought it reached from earth to heaven. The vault 
was inlaid with azure-colored enamel and studded with 
golden stars. Marbles of the rarest kinds formed the 
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pavement, and the walls consisted of a mosaic formed 
of jasper, porphyry, agate, mother-of-pearl, sapphires, 
rubies, and other precious stones. The pillars and arches 
were covered with arabesques and verses from the Koran, 
carved in relief, and painted. No wood was employed 
in the building of this wonderful edifice, which was 
therefore fire-proof. Mohammed spent seven years in 
erecting this celebrated mosque, and expended on it a 
sum of two millions of dinars. 

Although so old, Hassan Abdallah recovered his health 
and strength, and lived to be a hundred years of age, 
honored with the esteem and the friendship of the ca- 
liph. 

The mosque built by the Caliph Mohammed is still 
to-be seen at Cairo, and is the largest and the finest of 
all the mosques of that great city. 


One day, very shortly after the completion of the 
mosque, the caliph and Hassan Abdallah were absent 4 
for three days on a journey. Mohammed communi- 
cated to no one but his first vizir his intention; but on 
his return he assembled his whole court and informed 
them that the object of the expedition had been to bury 
the casket with the book and the powder, where it was; 
impossible they could ever be discovered. ‘I have 
done,” added Mohammed, ‘‘ what I could to consecrate 
this wonderful treasure, but I would not trust even my- 
self any longer with so dangerous a temptation.” 
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SOLIMAN BEY AND THE THREE STORY- 
TELLERS. 


Somax Bey, passing one day along a street in Cairo, 
saw three common-looking men seated at the door of a 
carte os and sipping their cup of mocha. From 
their dull and meaningless looks he conjectured that 
they were under the influence of haschich.* After look- 
ing at them attentively, the bey saluted them, and was 
pursuing his way, when he suddenly found himself 
obliged to stop, as a long train of camels heavily laden 
blocked up the street and prevented him from passing 
on. The bey, having nothing better to do, amused him- 
self by scrutinizing attentively the eaters of haschich, 
who were old men. A warm discussion seemed to be 
going on among them: they raised their arms, vied with 
each other who should cry the loudest, and made the 
strangest possible grimaces; but, owing to the distance 
at which he stood, he was unable to hear what they said. 
On his return home, being curious to know the subject 
of their dispute, he sent his officer to beg these three 
originals to wait upon him. 

When they arrived, he said to them, “What were 
you disputing about, my friends, when I passed you ?” 

“May Allah prolong your days!” replied one of them: 
“we were disputing about which of us it was to whom 
the salutation belonged that your Highness addressed 
to us, for each of us took that honor to himself.” 

The bey burst out laughing. ‘I greeted,” he said, 
after 2 moment’s reflection, ‘him among you who did 
the greatest number of foolish things while intoxicated 
by the haschich.” 


* An intoxicating drug, like opium. 
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“It was I, my lord,” they all at once exclaimed. 

“ Stop,” replied the bey: “let each of you tell me 
one of the tricks played him by the haschich, and the 
honor of my greeting shall be his who shall have com- 
mitted the greatest act of folly. And do you begin,” 
added the bey, pointing to one of the men. 


THE FIRST STORY-TELLER. 


“ Be it known to you, my lord,” said the first story- 
teller, “that a short time ago I had in my purse a thou- 
sand piastres, which were enough for my expenses, and 
I was contented with my lot. One day, however, I had 
been taking a walk, and on my return I sat down to rest, 
and chewed a bit of haschich, took my coffee, and lit 
my pipe. In two or three hours my head began to buzz. 
I went out again and walked about the streets. In front 
of a coffee-house I noticed some men collected round an 
improvisatore, Who was singing and accompanying him- 
self on the timbrel. I sat down in the circle and asked 
for coffee. Ilighted my pipe and commenced listening. 
The improvisatore depicted a young girl. Oh, how 
beautiful she was! it was impossible not to love her. 
Compared with her Iyleika* was but as a star in the 
presence of the sun, and Albia* but as the dirt of the 
street. I was so captivated by his description of the 
beautiful girl, that when he ceased I gave him all the 
money I had about me. 

“« Next day, at the same hour, while the haschich was 
boiling in my brain, I ran to the coffee-house, where the 
improvisatore was commencing the continuation of his 
yesterday’s story. He now told how paladins and 
padishahs disputed for the possession of my adorable 
Haridée, and how she disdained. their love and refused 
their offers. I became more distracted this time than 
before, and the improvisatore got from me twice as 





* Personages who figure in Arabian legends. 
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much as he did the day before. I gave him all that I 
had, even to the last farthing. 

“ Next day I never left my little seat at the café. The 
improvisatore struck his tambourine this time with 
more vehemence while singing the charms of the beau- 
tiful Haridée. He then began to relate how Haridée was 
in love with a certain worthless fellow. At this it was 
impossible to tell what I felt: the hydra of jealousy de- 
voured my heart and poured a maddening poison 
through my veins. I became as one deprived of all 
sense and feeling. But stop! the parents have sepa- 

“rated the lovers and plunged them into an ocean of 
tears. Iagain breathed more freely, and emptied my 
pockets to fill the purse of the improvisatore. 

“Thus were passed many days in succession. The 
flame of love and the stings of jealousy tormented me 
without ceasing. The haschich did its part unremit- 
tingly, and threw me at one moment into fire, and at 
another into ice and snow, hurling me from the height 
of bliss into the depths of misery. My fortunes fell 
with me, and I soon became totally destitute. But my 
thoughts were otherwise taken up than with eating or 
drinking: my love for Haridée had become the only 
source to me of lifeand action. In this way, with empty 
stomach and purse, I went one day to the café after 
having paid a few paras for a little haschich, I listened: 
the voice of the improvisatore trembled; in truth, he 
wept, and grief was depicted on his features. 

“< What has happened?’ I asked, drawing near to 
him, 

“< Poor Haridéc!’ he replied. 

“What is the matter? What has taken place?’ I 
exclaimed. 

“She is dead ” he muttered. 

“I wept, I tore my clothes, and fled I scarce knew 
where. When the first transports of my despair had 
subsided, I saw pass before my eyes, still under the in- 
fluence of the haschich, the funcral of Haridée. The 
mournful ery of ‘ There is no God but God, and Mahomet 
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is his prophet,’ echoed in my ears, amidst the outcries and 
the lamentations of the women. I ran like a madman 
from street to street, while the crowd followed on my 
path with the coffin of Haridée, and the frightful groans 
and cries burst forth louder and louder on myears. At 
length, worn out, and sore all over, I fell down in a state 
of complete unconsciousness, and when I came to my- 
self I perceived that I was at the threshold of my own 
home. I arose, and endeavored to recall past events, 
which as they woke up in my memory caused me to feel 
the utmost surprise. My purse was empty, my heart 
broken, and the blood was flowing down my face, forin 
my fall I had cut open my head. Aftèr remaining a 
whole day in the house, I took a small piece of haschich 
and went to a coffee-house near at hand, where my 
friend the landlord poured me out a cup of mocha and 
gave me a pipe. It was there that I met my two friends, 
and received from you, my gracious lord, a look and a 
nod.” 

‘This story is not a bad one,” replied Soliman Bey; 
“but do not too hastily take to yourself the honor of 
my greeting: let me hear first what the others have 
to say.” 


THE SECOND STORY-TELLER. 


“Know, my lord,” replied the second, “that I was 
formerly a rich and respected merchant, with a beautiful 
wife and fine children. My life was like a morning of 
spring-time,—clear, peaceful, and balmy. But haschich 
has ruined the structure of my happiness, and destroyed 
it from the roof to the foundations. One day when I 
had imbibed a little of this fatal poison, I was reclining, 
after the labors of the day, on my sofa, sipping from 
time to time a mouthful of coffee, and inhaling a whiff 
of perfumed laiakia. My wife was occupied at my side 
in embroidery, and my children were at play in the 
room, which they made ring again with their shrill 
voices. At length, my brain becoming overpowered by 
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the vapors of the haschich, the thickening fancies began 
to chase each other in quick succession, and my ima- 
gination at length became morbidly excited. The cries of 
my children seemed insupportable to me. I ordered them 
several times to be quiet, but the brats, wild with their 
games and noise, paid no attention to me. At last I 
lost patience, laid hold of my stick, and rapped angrily 
on the floor, ordering them sternly to be quiet. In the 
midst of this fit of anger, I stopped short, all of a sudden. 
The floor of my apartment emitted a hollow sound, as if 
there were a vault beneath it. The haschich suggested 
to me that there might be hidden treasure down below. 
‘Oh, oh,’ I said to myself, ‘I must not be in a hurry. 
If I should discover the treasure in my wife’s presence, 
she will foolishly run and trumpet it about to all our 
neighbors. What good would that do? Let me con- 
sider, then, what I shall do to get her away.’ Intoxi- 
cated as I was, there was no need to deliberate long. I 
darted from my seat, exclaiming, ‘Woman, thou art 
separated from me by a triple divorce !’* 

‘“‘My wife became pale as death. She threw aside her 
embroidery, and rose up. 

“< What is the matter, my dear husband? What has 
happened? Of what have i been guilty ?” 

“<Don’t say a word! And hasten this moment to 
leave the house, with your children.’ 

«< But pray inform me, my lord and master, when 
and how I have given you any cause of complaint. We 
have now lived together twelve years in perfect peace 
and harmony, and never been but on the most affection- 
ate terms. Tell me.’ 

‘No more explanations,’ I replied: ‘here are a 
thousand grouches.t| Go to your room, and take of the 





* This is the legal form of pronouncing a divorce among the 
Mohammedans. 

+ A small coin, in circulation in Turkey, about the value of 
eighteen pence of our money. It is probably from the same root 
as the German groschen. 
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furniture as much as you require, and return to your 


. father’s house.’ 


“Sadly and sorrowfully she thereupon proceeded to 
collect her wearing-apparel, uttering mournful cries and 
lamentations, and, taking her children with her, left the 
house. 

“Now! I exclaimed, with satisfaction; ‘now, I am 
quite alone.’ 

«Silence, Abou-Kalif? whispered the haschich to 
me: ‘don’t be in such haste. Suppose you'find this 
treasure: who knows but that at’ the first meeting of 
haschich-eaters you will disclose your discovery to all 
the world? Put yourself to the proof beforehand, by 
some effectual means, and thus find out if your tongue 
have sufficient self-command to keep still and not say 
one word too much.’ 

‘¢ Faithful to the voice of my inward monitor, I arose, 
and, taking from my chest the sum of five hundred, 
grouches, went to pay a visit to the vali.* 

“< Here; said I to him, ‘take this money, and give 
me on the soles of my feet five hundred blows with a 
leathern thong, and, while laying them on, ask me if I 
have seen, found, or discovered any thing.’ 

“The man was extremely surprised at my request, and 
refused to comply with it; but the people about him 
said that my body was my own, and that I was at liberty 
to dispose of it as I thought proper. ‘Take his money,’ 
they said to him, ‘and give him a hearty flogging.’ 

“The vali, shrugging his shoulders, gave the signal: 
Iwas laid on the ground, my feet were tied together, 
and the lash whistled and sung on my bare feet. At 
such blow, the question I had suggested was asked, and 
I replied in the negative. This system of question and 
answer went on till the last blow. Fairly exhausted 
with the pain, I fell down the moment I attempted to 
stand up. I therefore crawled along on my knees, and 


* The public executioner. 
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reached my ass, on whose back I managed, somehow or 
other, to raise myself, and thus reached my home. 

‘“‘ A few days’ rest having restored me in some measure, 
I resolved to prosecute my search for the hidden trea- 
sure. But the haschich, to which I had not forgotten 
on that day to pay my usual respects, stopped me in my 
intention. ‘O Abou-Kalif,’ it muttered in my ear, ‘you 
have not yet put yourself sufficiently to the proof. Are 
you now in a fit state to resist all attempts to make you 
disclose your secret? Submit to another trial, my good 
fellow! This suggestion was all-powerful, and I sub- 
mitted forthwith. I drew from my strong-box one 
thousand grouches, and went to the aga of the Janis- 
saries. ‘Take this money, I said to him, ‘and give me 
in exchange for it a thousand stripes with a thong on 
the bare back,—asking me, between the blows, Have 
you seen any thing? have you found any thing? have 
you discovered any thing? The aga did not keep me 
waiting long for a reply,—and, having pocketed the 
money, bestowed upon me most faithfully the full com- 
plement of the lashes desired. 

‘* At the conclusion of the whipping my soul scemed 
hovering on my lips, as if about to leave my mutilated 
body, which was quite prostrated by the infliction. I 
was obliged to be carried to my ass, and it was many 
days before I could set my feet to the ground. When I 
had recovered a little, I recollected all the details of the 
strange adventure which had brought upon me the acute 
anguish that I felt in every part of my body; and the 
more I reflected on the matter, the more vividly I saw 
the fatal consequences that would follow from too much 
confidence in the suggestions inspired by the haschich. 
I cursed the hateful ideas produced by the vapors of 
this drug, and promised myself that I would amend my 
ways, and repair, as far as possible, my injustice to my 
wife. But at the very moment when this praiseworthy 
resolution arose in my brain and diffused its odors 
there, like a fresh-opening flower, my hand, from the 
strength of habit, sought for the tin box that lay under 
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ny pillow, and drew from it a white particle, which I 
laced in my mouth, as if to mock all the weak efforts 
f my will. In fact, while my mind was occupied in 
ylanning a final rupture with the perfidious hempen- 
eed, my enemy stole in on me like a midnight robber 
yy night, imposed his yoke, and overthrew completely 
ll my good intentions. Unwittingly I found myself 
ain in the power of the enemy. ‘ Well, Abou-Kalif? 
1e said, ‘arise. The precautions you have taken are 
ufficiently severe: it is time to set to work, and not 
llow the favorable moment to escape, otherwise you 
nay repent it... In this manner spake the delusive 
0ison working within me, and I was wholly in its 
ower, incapable of resistance. I rose from my bed with 
. frightful pain in my back and sides, dragged myself 
long toward the mysterious flagstone, and, with my 
eart beating violently, and my brain cloudy and ob- 
cured, I set to work to raise the stone, which speedily 
rielded to my efforts. In a state of the highest excite- 
nent, I sat down on the edge of the cavern with my 
egs hanging down into it and my hands leaning on its 
ides; I scarcely dared to look downward. The haschich, 
owever, pushed me forward, and seemed to press on 
ny shoulders. My hands at last yielded, and I fell 
lown. O my sovereign and master, do not ask where I 
ound myself; enough that I felt myself stifled. The 
10isome matter into which I had fallen up to the chin, 
eing disturbed and agitated, had emitted exhalations 
vhich fairly suffocated me. I strove to cry out, but in 
rain. I fainted, and lost all consciousness. 

“ Meanwhile, whilst I, pursued by the fatal influence 
f the haschich, had fallen over the edge of the preci- 
ice where I was now struggling, my disconsolate wife 
1ad begged her father to allow-her to make inquiry re- 
pecting me. ‘I know,’ she said, weeping, ‘that a sudden 
ittack of madness has seized him, and that the real 
ause of his sending me away, as well as of all the evil 
hat has just befallen us, is the haschich. Let no curse 
all upon him. No doubt my husband will change his 
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conduct with regard to me, as I cannot reproach myself 
with any thing: I will therefore go and see what has 
happened to him? ‘Well, my child, you may go, re- 
plied her father; ‘I shall not seek to hinder you.’ She 
went, and knocked at the door, but noone replied. She 
then inquired of the neighbors if Abou-Kalif was at 
home: they said they had not seen him leave the house 
for the last week. On being told this, she had the door 
burst open, and, followed by a crowd of neighbors of 
both sexes, searched for me for a long time in vain. At 
last, however, I was discovered half dead and stifled. 
They pulled me out, cleansed and sweetened me, and 
attired me in a fresh suit of clothes; after which I left 
the house to breathe the fresh air and recover myself. It 
was not long, however, before the haschich regained its 
old dominion over me, and led me to the coffee-house, 
where you saw me and condescended to honor me with 
your greeting.” 

‘‘Not quite so soon,” exclaimed the bey, holding his 
sides with laughter; “your story is also a very good one, 
but, before I award you the honor of my salutation, I 
must hear what your other companion has got to say.” 


THE THIRD STORY-TELLER. 


“Sovereign and master,” commenced the third eater 
of haschich, “no longer ago than a week I was so happy 
and satisfied with my lot, that in truth I would not have 
exchanged it even for your own. I had a house filled 
with every comfort, plenty of money, and a. wife who 
was a miracle of beauty. One day this charming better 
half of myself, after having passed all the day in the 
bath, returned from it looking so clean, fresh, and rosy, 
that my head, where the haschich which I had been 
taking for the last hour and a half was breeding disorder, 
became on fire and was lost. My eyes grew intoxicated 
with my wife, asif I had then beheld her beauty for 
the first time, and my heart bounded like the holy 
waves of the Nile during a storm. 
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“< Dear cousin, I cried, (for she was my cousin as well 
as my wife,) ‘how captivating you are to-day! I am 
over head and ears in love with you again ! 

“At this instant the haschich suggested to me to 
divorce her immediately in order to contract a new 
marriage and taste again the bliss of a first union. No 
sooner said than done: I pronounced the prescribed 
phrase, and the next day I celebrated a new marriage 
with her.* When the festivities were over, I conducted 
my relations and guests to the door, which, from ab- 
sence of mind, I had forgotten to shut. 

“< Dear cousin,’ said my wife to me when we were 
alone, ‘ go and shut the street-door.’ 

“<It would be strange indeed if I did,’ I replied. 
‘Am I just made a bridegroom, clothed in silk, wear- 
ing a shawl and a dagger set with diamonds, and am I to 
go and shut the door? Why, my dear, you are crazy; 
go and shut it yourself!’ 

““<QOh, indeed,’ she exclaimed; ‘am I, young, robed 
in a satin dress, with lace and precious stones, am I to 
go and shut the court-yard door? No, indeed: it is you 
who have became crazy, and not I. Come, let us make 
a bargain,’ she continued; ‘and let the first who spéaks 
get up and bar the door.’ 

«< Agreed, I replied, and straightway I became mute, 
and she too was silent, while we both sat down, dressed 
as we were in our nuptial attire, looking at each other, 
and seated on opposite sofas. We remained thus for 
one—two—hours. During this time thieves, happening 
to pass by,and seeing the door'open, entered and laid hold 
of whatever came to their hand. We heard footsteps 
in the house, but opened not our mouths; the robbers 
came even into our room, and saw us seated, motionless 
and indifferent to all that took place. They continued 
therefore their pillage, collecting together every thing 


* The Mohammedans may immediately take back the woman 
whom they have divorced, but a fresh marriage-ceremony must 
take place. 
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valuable, and even dragging away the carpets from be- 
neath us; they then laid hands upon our persons, which 
they despoiled of every article worth taking, while we, 
in the fear of losing our wager, said not a word. 

“ Having thus cleared the house, the thieves departed 
quietly, but we remained on our seats, saying not a syl- 
lable. Toward morning a police-officer came round on 
his tour of inspection, and, seeing our door opened, 
walked in. Having searched all the rooms and found 
no one, he entered the apartment where we were seated, 
and inquired the meaning of what he saw. Neither my 
wife nor I would condescend to reply. The officer be- 
came angry, and ordered our heads to be cut off. The 
executioner’s sword was just about to perform its office, 
when my wife cried out, ‘Sir, he is my husband; spare 
Pimi l 

“< Oh, oh!’ I exclaimed, overjoyed and clapping my 
hands, ‘you have lost the wager; go, shut the door.’ 

“I then explained the whole affair to the police- 
officer, who shrugged his shoulders and went away, 
leaving us in a truly dismal plight. Immediately after 
I went to a coffec-house, where you deigned to honor 
me with your salutation.” 


At the conclusion of this story the bey, who was ready 
to die with laughter, exclaimed, “ This time it is you who 
are in the right: you are truly entitled to my respects.” 


dite 


THE STORY OF PRINCE KHALAF AND THE 
PRINCESS OF CHINA. 


Prince Kuauar was the son of an aged khan of the 
Nagiii-Tartars. The history of his time makes honor- 
able mention of his name. It relates that he surpassed 
all the princes of the age in beauty, in wisdom, and in 
valor; that he was as learned as the greatest doctors of 
his age; that he could fathom the deepest mysteries of 
the commentaries on the Koran; and that he knew by 
heart the sayings of the prophet: it speaks of him, in 
short, as the hero of Asia and the wonder of the East. 

This prince was the soul of the councils of his father 
Timurtasch. When he gave advice, the most accom- 
plished statesmen approved it, and could not sufficiently 
admire his prudence and wisdom. If, moreover, it was 
necessary to take up arms, he was immediately seen at 
the head of the troops of the state, seeking out the 
enemy, engaging them and vanquishing them. He 
had already won several victories, and the Nagiiis had 
rendered themselves so formidable by their repeated 
successes that the neighboring nations did not venture 
to quarrel with them. 

Such was the prosperous state of affairs in the khan’s 
dominions, when an ambassadar from the Sultan of 
Carisma arrived at the court of Timurtasch, and de- 
manded in the name of his master that the Nagiiis 
should henceforth pay him a yearly tribute: he added 
that in default he would come in person, with an over- 
whelming force, and compel them to submit, at the 
same time depriving their sovereign of his crown as a 
punishment for his refusal. On hearing this ee 

E 6 5 


66 THE STORY OF PRINCE KHALAF 


message, the khan immediately assembled his council 
in order to decide whether to pay the tribute rather 
than risk a war with so powerful an enemy, or whether 
to treat his menaces with contempt and prepare to 
repel the invaders. Khalaf, with the majority of the 
council, were of the latter opinion, and the ambassador, 
being dismissed with a refusal, took his departure for 
Carisma. 

The khan lost no time in sending deputies to the 
neighboring nations, in order to represent to them that 
it was to their interest to unite with him against the 
Sultan of Carisma, whose ambition now exceeded all 
- bounds, and who would undoubtedly exact the same 
tribute from them if he should succeed in conquering 
the Nagiiis. The deputies succeeded in these negotia- 
tions: the neighboring nations and tribes, and among 
them the Circassians, engaged to join in the proposed 
confederation, and to furnish among them a quota of 
fifty thousand men. On this promise, the khan pro- 
ceeded to raise fresh troops, in addition to the army 
which he already had on foot. 

While the Nagäis were making these preparations, 
the Sultan of Carisma assembled an army of two hun- 
dred thousand men, and crossed the Jaxartes at Co- 
gende. He marched through the countries of Ilac and 
Saganac, where he found abundance of provisions, and 
had advanced as far as Jund, before the army of the khan, 
commanded by Prince Khalaf, was able to take the field, 
in consequence of the Circassians and the other auxi- 
liary troops not having been able sooner to join him. 
As soon as these succors arrived, Khalaf marched direct 
toward Jund: but he had scarcely passed Jenge Kemt, 
when his scouts informed him that the enemy was close 
at hand, and was advancing to attack him. The young 
prince immediately ordered his troops to halt, and pro- 
ceeded to arrange them in order of battle. 

The two armies were nearly equal in numbers, and 
the men who composed them equally courageous. The 
battle which ensued was bloody and obstinate. Tho 
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sultan did all that a warrior skilled in the conduct of 
armies could do; and the Prince Khalaf, on his side, more 
than could be expected from so young a general. At 
one time the Nagii-Tartars had the advantage, at an- 
other they were obliged to yield to the Carismians; at 
last both parties, alternately victors and vanquished, 
were obliged by the approach of night to sound a retreat. 
The combat was to have recommenced in the morning ; 
but, in the mean time, the leader of the Circassians 
went secretly to the sultan, and offered to abandon the 
cause of the Nagiiis, provided the sultan would pledge 
himself, on oath, never to exact tribute from the Cir- 
cassians upon any pretence whatever. The sultan 
having consented, the treaty was confirmed, and the 
Circassian leader, instead of occupying his place next 
day in the army of the khan, detached his troops from 
the Nagiis, and took the road back to his own country. 

This treachery was a terrible blow to Prince Khalaf, 
who, seeing himself now much weakened in numbers, 
would have withdrawn for the time from the conflict ; 
but there was no possibility of retreat. The Carismians 
advanced furiously to the charge, and, taking advantage 
of the ground, which allowed them to extend their lines, 
they surrounded the Nagiiis on all sides. The latter, 
notwithstanding that they had been deserted by their 
best auxiliaries, did not lose their courage. Animated 
by the example of their prince, they closed their ranks, 
and for a long time firmly sustained the terrible onset 
of their enemies. At last, however, resistance became 
hopeless, and Khalaf, seeing all hope at an end, thought 
of nothing but his escape, which he fortunately succeeded 
in effecting. The moment the sultan was apprized of 
his flight, he sent six thousand horsemen to endeavor 
to capture him; but he eludéd their pursuit, by taking 
roads that were unknown to them, and, after a few 
days’ hard riding through unfrequented and unknown 
tracts, arrived at his father’s court, where he spread 
sorrow and consternation by the disastrous tidings he 
brought. > 
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If this piece of news deeply afflicted Timurtasch, the 
intelligence he next reeeived drove him to despair. An 
officer who had escaped from the battle brought word 
that the Sultan of Carisma had put to the sword nearly 
all the Nagiiis, and that he was advancing with all pos- 
sible speed, fully resolved to put the whole family of the 
khan to death, and to absorb the nation into his own 
kingdom. The khan then repented of having refused 
to pay the tribute, but he fully recognised the force of 
the Arab proverb, ‘‘When the city is in ruins, what is 
the use of repentance?” As time pressed, and it was 
necessary to fly, for fear of falling into the hands of the 
sultan, the khan, the Princess Elmaze, (diamond,) his 
wife, and Khalaf, made a selection of all their most pre- 
cious treasures, and departed from the capital, Astracan, 
accompanied by several officers of the palace, who re- 
fused to abandon them in their need, as well as by such 
of the troops as had cut their way through the ranks of 
their enemies with the young prince. 

They directed their march toward Bulgaria,—their 
object being to beg an asylum at the court of some 
sovereign prince. They had now been several days on 
their journey, and had gained the Caucasus, when a 
swarm of some four thousand suddenly poured down 
upon them from that range. Although Khalaf had 
scarcely a hundred men with him, he steadily received 
the furious attack of the robbers, of whom numbers fell: 
his troops, however, were by degrees overpowered and 
slaughtered, and he himself remained in the power of 
the bandits, some of whom fell upon the spoil, whust 
others butchered the followers of the khan. They only 
spared the lives of that prince, his wife, and his son, 
leaving them, however, almost naked in the midst of 
the mountains. 

It is impossible to describe the grief of Timurtasch 
when he saw himself reduced to this extremity. He 
envied the fate of those whom he had seen slain before 
his eyes, and, giving way to despair, sought to destroy 
himself. The princess burst into tears, and made the 
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air resound with her lamentations and groans. Khalaf 
alone had strength to support the weight of their mis- 
fortunes: he was possessed of an indomitable courage. 
The bitter lamentations which the khan and his wife 
uttered were his greatest trouble. “Oh, my father! oh, 
my mother!” said he, “do not succumb to your mis- 
fortunes. Remember that it is God who wills that 
you should be thus wretched. Let us submit ourselves 
without a murmur to his absolute decrees. Are we the 
first princes whom the rod of justice has struck? How 
many rulers before us have been driven from their king- 
doms, and after wandering about for years in foreign 
lands, sharing’ the lot of the most abject of mortals, 
have been in the end restored to their thrones! If God 
has the power to pluck off crowns, has he not also the 
power to restore them? Let us hope that he will com- 
miserate our misery, and that he will in time change 
into prosperity the deplorable condition in which we 
now are.”’ 

With such arguments he endeavored to console his 
father and mother, and to some extent succeeded: they 
experienced a secret consolation, and at last allowed 
themselves to take comfort. ‘So be it, my son,” said 
the khan; ‘let us bow to Providence; and, since these 
evils which encompass us are written in the book of 
fate, let us endure them without repining.” At these 
words the royal party made up their minds to be firm 
under their misfortunes, and proceeded to continue 
their journey on foot, the robbers having taken their 
horses. They wandered on for a long time, living upon 
the fruits they found in the valleys; but at length they 
entered upon a desert, where the earth yielded nothing 
upon which they could subsist; and now their courage 
deserted them. The khan, far advanced in years, began 
to feel his strength fail him; and the princess, worn 
out with the fatigue of the journey she had made, could 
scarcely hold out any longer. In this predicament, 
Khalaf, although woefully tired himself, had no resource 
but to carry them by turns on his shoulders. At last all 
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three, overwhelmed by hunger, thirst, and weariness, ar- 
rived at a spot abounding with frightful precipices. It 
was a hill, very steep, and intersected with deep chasms, 
forming what appeared to be dangerous passes. Through 
these, however, seemed to be the only way by which to 
enter upon the vast plain which stretched out beyond; 
for both sides of the hill were so encumbered with 
brambles and thorns that it was impossible to force a 
way through. When the princess perceived the chasms, 
she uttered a piercing cry, and the khan at length lost 
his patience. He rushed furiously forward. ‘I can 
bear this no longer,” said he to his son: “I yield to my 
hard destiny ; I succumb to so much suffering. I will 
throw myself headlong into one of these deep gulfs, 
which, doubtless, Heaven has reserved for my tomb. I 
will escape the tyranny of wickedness. I prefer death 
to such a miserable existence.” 

The khan, yielding himself up to the frenzy which 
had taken possession of him, was on the point of throw- 
ing himself down one of the precipices, when Prince 
Khalaf seized him in his arms and held him back. ‘Oh, 
my father !’”’ said he, “what are you doing? Why give 
way to this transport of fury? Is it thus that you show 
the submission you owe to the decrees of Heaven? Calm 
yourself. Instead of displaying a rebellious impatience 
of its will, let us endeavor to deserve by our constancy 
its compassion and favor. I confess that we are in a 
deplorable state, and that we can scarcely take a step 
without danger amidst these abysses; but there may be 
another road by which we can enter the plain: let me 
go and see if I can find one. In the mean time, my 
lord, calm the violence of your transports, and remain 
near the princess; I will return immediately.” 

“ Go, then, my son,” replied the khan: ‘we will await 
you here; do not fear that I will any longer give way 
to despair.” 

The young prince traversed the whole hill without 
being able to discover any path. He was oppressed 
with the deepest grief: he threw himself on the ground, 
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Prince Khalaf holding back his father. p- 70. 
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sighed, and implored the help of Heaven. He rose up, 
and again searched for some track that would conduct 
them to the plain. At length he found one. He followed 
it, returning thanks to Heaven for the discovery, and 
advanced to the foot of a tree which stood at the en- 
trance of the plain, and which covered with its shade a 
fountain of pure, transparent water. He also perceived 
other trees laden with fruit of an extraordinary size. 
Delighted with this discovery, he ran to inform his 
father and mother, who received the news with the 
greater joy, since they now began to hope that Heaven 
had begun to compassionate their misery. 

Khalaf conducted them to the fountain, where all 
three bathed their faces and their hands and quenched 
the burning thirst which consumed them. They then 
ate of the fruits which the young prince gathered for 
them, and which, in their state of exhaustion from want 
of food, appeared to them delicious. ‘‘My lord,” said 
Khalaf to his father, ‘you see the injustice of your com- 
plaints. You imagined that Heaven had forsaken us: 
I implored its succor, and it has succored us. It is not 
deaf to the voice of the unfortunate who put their whole 
trust in its merey.” 

They remained near the fountain two or three days 
to repose and reeruit their wasted strength. After that 
they collected as much of the fruit as they could carry, 
and advaneed into the plain, hoping to find their way 
to some inhabited place. They were not deceived in 
their expectations; they soon perceived before them a 
town which appeared large and splendidly built. They: 
made their way to it, and, having arrived at the gates, 
resolved to remain there and wait for night, not wishing 
to enter the town during the day, covered with dust and 
perspiration, and with what little clothing the robbers 
had left them, travel-worn and rent with brambles. They 
selected a tree which cast a delicious shade, and stretched 
themselves upon the grass at its foot. They had reposed 
there some time, when an old man came out of the town 
and directed his steps to the same place, to enjoy the - 
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cool shade. He sat down near them, after making them 
a profound obeisanee. They in turn saluted him, and 
then inquired what was the name of the town. “It is 
ealled Jaic,” replied the old man. ‘The king, Heuge- 
Khan, makes it his residence. It is the capital of the 
country, and derives its name from the river which flows 
through it. You must be strangers, since you ask me 
that question.” “Yes,” replied the khan, ‘‘we come 
from a country very far from here. We were born in 
the kingdom of Chrisnia, and we dwell upon the banks 
of the Caspian Sea. We are merchants. We were 
travelling with.a number of other merchants in Cap- 
tehak ; a large band of robbers attacked our caravan and 
pillaged us; they spared our lives, but have left us in 
the situation in which you see us. We have traversed 
Mount Caucasus, and found our way here without know- 
ing where we were clirecting our steps.” 

The old man, who had a compassionate heart for the 
distress of his neighbor, expressed his sympathy for 
their misfortunes, and, to assure them of his sincerity, 
offered them shelter in his house. He made the offer 
with such cordiality, that, even if they had not needed 
it, they would have felt some difficulty in refusing. 

As soon as night set in, he conducted them to his 
home. It was a small house, very plainly furnished; 
but every thing was neat, and wore the appearance 
rather of simplicity than of poverty. As the old man 
entered, he gave some orders in an under-tone to one 
of his slaves, who returned in a short time followed by 
two boys, one of whom carried a large bundle of men’s 
and women’s clothes ready made; the other was laden 
with all sorts of veils, turbans, and girdles. Prince 
Khalaf and his father each took a eaftan of cloth and 
a brocaded dress with a turban of Indian muslin, and 
the princess a complete suit. After this their host 
gave the boys the price of the clothes, sent them away, 
and ordered supper. Two slaves brought the table and 
placed upon it a tray covered with dishes of china, 
sandal, and aloe-wood, and several cups of coral per- 
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fumed with ambergris. They then served up a repast, 
delicate, yet without profusion. The old man endea- 
vored to raise the spirits of his guests; but, perceiving 
that his endeavors were vain, “‘I see clearly,” said he, 
“that the remembrance of your misfortunes is ever 
present to your minds. You must learn how to console 
yourselves for the loss of the goods of which the robbers 
have plundered you. Travellers and merchants often 
experience similar mishaps. I was myself once robbed 
on the road from Moussul to Bagdad. I nearly lost my 
life on that occasion, and I was reduced to the miserable 
condition in which I found you. If you please, I will 
relate my history; the recital of my misfortunes may 
encourage you to support yours.” Saying this, the 
good old man ordered his slaves to retire, and spoke 
as follows. 


The Story of Prince A Abbas. 


I am the son of the King of Moussul, the great Ben- 
Ortoc. As soon as I had reached my twentieth year, 
my father permitted me to make a journey to Bagdad ; 
and, to support the rank of a king’s son in that great 
city, he ordered a splendid suite to attend me. He 
opened his treasures and took out for me four camel- 
loads of gold; he appointed officers of his own house- 
hold to wait upon me, and a hundred soldiers of his 
guard to form my escort. i 

I took my departure from Moussul with this numerous 
retinue in order to travel to Bagdad. Nothing lap- 
pened the first few days ; but one night, whilst we were 
quietly reposing in a meadow where we had encamped, 
we were suddenly attacked so furiously by an over- 
whelming body of Bedouin Arabs, that the greater part 
of my people were massacred almost before I was aware 
of the danger. After the first confusion I put myself 
at the head of such of the guards and officers of my 
father’s household as had escaped the first onslaught, 
and charged the Bedouins. Such was the vigor of our 
attack, that more than three hundred fell under our 
blows. As the day dawned, the robbers, who were still 
sufficiently numerous to surround us on all sides, seeing 
our insignificant numbers, and ashamed and irritated 
by the obstinate resistance of such a handful of men, 
redoubled their efforts. It was in vain that we fought 
with the fury of desperation : they overpowered us; and 
at length we were forced to yield to numbers. They 
seized our arms and stripped off our elothes, and then, 
instead of reserving us for slaves, or letting us depart, 
as people already sufficiently wretched, in the state to 


which we were reduced, they resolved to revenge the 
74 


THE STORY OF PRINCE AL ABBAS. 715 


deaths of their comrades, and were cowards and bar- 
parians enough to slaughter the whole of their defence- 
less prisoners. All my people perished, and the same 
fate was on the point of being inflicted on me, when, 
making myself known to the robbers, “ Stay, rash men,” 
I exclaimed: ‘‘respect the blood of kings. I am Prince 
Al Abbas, only son of Ben-Ortoc, King of Moussul, and 
heir to his throne.” “I am glad to learn who thou 
art,” replied the chief of the Bedouins. “We have 
hated thy father mortally these many years: he has 
hanged several of our comrades who fell into his hands; 
thou shalt be treated after the same manner.” 

Thereupon they bound me; and the villains, after 
first sharing among them all my baggage, carried me 
along with them to the foot of a mountain between 
two forests, where a great number of small gray tents 
were pitched. Here was their well-concealed camping- 
ground, They placed me under the chief’s tent, which 
was both loftier and larger than the rest. Here I was 
kept a whole day, after which they led me forth and 
bound me to a tree, where, awaiting the lingering death 
that was to put an end to my existence, I had to endure 
the mortification of finding myself surrounded by the 
whole gang, insulted with bitter taunts, and every feeling 
migerably outraged. 

I had been tied to the tree for some considerable - 
time, and the last moments of my life appeared fast 
approaching, when a scout came galloping in to inform ° 
the chief of the Bedouins that a splendid chance offered 
itself seven leagues from thence; that a large caravan 
was to encamp the next evening in a certain spot, 
which he named. The chief instantly ordered his com- 
panions to prepare for the expedition. This was accom- 
plished in avery short time. They all mounted their ` 
horses, and left me in their camp, not doubting but at 
their return they would find me a corpse. But Heaven, 
which renders useless all the resolves of men which do 
not agree with its eternal decrees, would not suffer me 
to perish so young. The wife of the robber-chief had, 
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it seems, taken pity on me: she managed to creep 
stealthily, during the’night, to the tree where I was 
bound, and said to me, “ Young man, I am touched by 
thy misfortune, and I would willingly release thee from 
the dangers that surround thee; but, if I were to un- 
bind thee, dost thou think that thou hast strength 
enough left to escape?” I replied, ‘‘The same good 
God who has inspired thee with these charitable feelings 
will give me strength to walk.” The woman loosed my 
cords, gave me an old caftan of her husband’s, and, 
showing me the road, ‘Take that direetion,” said 
she, “and thou wilt speedily arrive at an inhabited 
place.” Ithanked my kind benefactress, and walked 
all that night without deviating from the road she had 
pointed out. 

The next day I perceived a man on foot, who was 
driving before him a horse laden with two large 
packages. I joined him, and, after telling him that I 
was an unfortunate stranger, who did not know the 
country, and had missed my way, I inquired of him 
where he was going. “I am going,” replied he, ‘to 
sell my merchandise at Bagdad, and I hope to arrive 
there in two days.” I accompanied this man, and only 
left him when I entered the great city: he went about 
his business, and I retired to a mosque, where Jatre- 
mained two days and two nights. I had no desire to 
go forth into the streets; I was afraid ee per- 
sons from Moussul who might recognise m® So great 
was my shame at finding myself in this plight, that, 
far from thinking of making my condition known, I 
wished to conceal it, even from myself. Hunger at 
length overcame my shame, or rather I was obliged to 
yield to that necessity which brooks no refusal. I re- 
solved to beg my bread, until some better prospect pre- 
sented itself. I stood before the lower window of a 
large house, and solicited alms with a loud voice. An 
old female slave appeared almost immediately, with a 
loaf in her hand, which she held out tome. As I ad- 
vanced to take it, the wind, by chance raised the cur- 
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tain of the window and allowed me to catch a glimpse 

of the interior of the chamber: There I saw a young 

lady of surpassing beauty ; her loveliness burst upon my |. 

vision like a flash of lightning. I was completely V 
dazzled. I received the bread without thinking what 

I was about, and stood motionless before the old slave, 
instead of thanking her as I ought to have done. 

I was so surprised, so confused, and so violently 
enamored, that doubtless she took me for a madman: 
she disappeared, leaving me in the street, gazing in- 
tently, though fr uitlessly, at the window,—for the wind | 
did not again raise the curtain. I passed the whole y 
day waiting a second favorable breeze. Not until I 
perceived hiat coming on could I make up my mind 
to think of retiring; but, before quitting the house, I 
asked an old man, w aad was passing, if he knew to whom 
it belonged. ‘It ig? replied he, “‘ the house of Mouafiac, 
the son of Adbane: he is a man of rank, and, moreover, 
a rich man and a man of honor. It is not long since 
he was the governor of the city; but he quarrelled with 
the cadi, who found means of ruining him in the esti- 
mation of the caliph, and thereby caused him to lose 
his appointment.” 

With my thoughts fully taken up by this Salant ties 
I slowly w andered out of the city, and, entering the 
aoe cemetery, determined to pass the night there. 

I ate my bread without appetite, although my r long fast 
ought to have given me a good one, oily then lay sagan 
near a tomb, with my head resting on a pile of bricks. 
It was with difficulty that I composed myself to sleep: 
the daughter of Mouaffac had made too deep an wh- 
pression upon me; the remembrance of her loveliness 
excited my imagination too vividly, and the little food I 
had eaten was not enough to cause the usual tendency 
to a refreshing sleep. At length, however, I dozed off, 
in spite of the ideas that filled my imagination. But 
my sleep was not destined to be of long duration: a 
loud noise within the tomb soon awoke me. ual 

Alarmed at the mees the cause of which I did 
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not stay to ascertain, I started up, with the intention 
of flying from the cemetery, when two men, who were 
standing at the entrance of the tomb, perceiving me, 
stopped me, and demanded who I was, and what I 
was doing there. ‘I am,” I replied, “an unfortunate 
stranger, whom misfortune has reduced to live upon 
the bounty of the charitable, and I eame here to pass 
the night, as I have no place to go to in the town.” 
‘Since thou art a beggar,” said one of them, “thank 
Heaven that thou hast met with us: we will furnish 
thee with an excellent supper.” So saying, they dragged 
me into the tomb, where four of their comrades were 
eating large radishes and dates and washing them down 
with copious draughts of raki. 

They made me sit near them, at a long stone that 
served as a table, and I was obliged to eat and drink 
for politeness’ sake. I suspected them to be what they 
really were, —that is to say, thieves, —and they soon con- 
firmed my suspicions by their discourse. They began 
to speak of a considerable theft they had just com- 
mitted, and thought that it would afford me infinite 
pleasure to bocome one of their gang: they made me 
the offer, which threw me into great perplexity. You 
may imagine that I had no desire to associate myself 
with such fellows, but I was fearful of irritating them 
by a refusal. I was embarrassed, and at a loss for a 
reply, when a sudden event freed me from my trouble. 
The lieutenant of the cadi, followed by twenty or thirty 
asas (archers) well armed, entered the tomb, seized the 
robbers and me, and took us all off to prison, where we 
passed the remainder of the night. The following day the 
cadi came and interrogated the prisoners. The thieves 
confessed their crime, as they saw there was no use in 
denying it; for myself, I related to the judge how I had 
met with them, and, as they corroborated my statement, 
I was put on one side. The cadi wished to speak to me 
in private before he set me free. Accordingly, he pre- 
sently came over to me, and asked what took me into 
the eemetery, where I was caught, and how I spent my 





THE STORY OF PRINCE AL ABBAS. 19 
time in Bagdad. In fact, he asked me a thousand ques- 
tions, all of which I answered with great candor, only 
concealing the royalty of my birth. I recounted to him 


all that had happened to me, and I even told him of my | 
having stopped before the window of Mouaffac’s house’ 
to beg, and of my having seen, by chance, a young lady 


who had charmed me. 

At the name of Mouaffac I noticed the eyes of the 
cadi sparkle with a curious expression. He remained 
a few moments immersed in thought; then, assuming 
a Joyous countenance, he said, ‘‘ Young man, it depends 
only on thyself to possess the lady thou sawest yester- 
day. It was doubtless Mouaffac’s daughter; for I have 
been informed that he has a daughter of exquisite 


beauty. Though thou wert the most abject of beings, ` 


I would find means for thee to possess the object of 
thine ardent wishes. Thou hast but to leave it to me, 
and J will make thy fortune.” 

I thanked him, without being able to penetrate his 
designs, and then by his orders followed the aga of his 
black eunuchs, who released me from the prison and 
took me to the bath. 

Whilst I was there, the judge sent two of his tchaous 
(guards) to Mouaffac’s house with a message that the 
cadi wished to speak to him upon business of the great- 
estimportance. Mouaffac accompanied the guards back. 
As soon as the cadi saw him coming, he went forward 
to meet him, saluted him, and kissed him several times. 
Mouaffac was in amazement at this reception. 

“Ho! ho!’ said he to himself; ‘ how is this, that the 
cadi, my greatest enemy, is become so civil to me to- 
day? There is something at the bottom of all this.” 

“Friend Mouaffac,” said the judge, ‘“‘ Heaven will not 
suffer us to be enemies any longer. Jt has furnished us 
with an opportunity of extinguishing that hatred which 
has separated our families for so many years. The Prince 
of Bozrah arrived here last night. He left Bozrah with- 
out taking leave of his father the king. He has heard 
of your daughter; and, from the description of her 
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beauty which he has received, he has become so ena- 
mored of her that he is resolved to ask her in marriage. 
He wishes me to arrange the marriage,—a task which is 
the more agreeable to me, as it will be the means of 
reconciling us.” 

“Tam astounded,” replied Mouaffac, ‘‘ that the Prince 
of Bozrah should have condescended to confer upon me 
the honor of marrying my daughter,—and that you of 
all men should be the chosen means of communicating 
this happiness to me, as you have always shown yourself 
so anxious to injure me.” 

“Let us not speak of the past, friend Mouaffac,” re- 
turned the cadi; ‘‘pray let all recollection of what we 
have done to annoy each other be obliterated in our 
happiness at the splendid connection which is to unite 
your daughter with the Prince of Bozrah; let us pass 
the remainder of our days in good-fellowship.” 

Mouaffac was naturally as good and confiding as the 
cadi was crafty and bad: he allowed himself to be de- 
ceived by the false expressións of friendship that his 
enemy displayed. He stifled his hatred in a moment, 
and received without distrust the perfidious caresses of 
the cadi. They were in the act of embracing each other, 
and pledging an inviolable friendship, when I entered 
the room, conducted by theaga. This officer, on my 
coming out of the bath, had clothed me with a beau- 
tiful dress, which he had ready, and a turban of Indian 
muslin, with a gold fringe that hung down to my ear; 
and altogether my appearance was such as fully to bear 
out the statements of the cadi. 

‘Great prince,” said the cadi, as soon as he perceived 
me, “blessed be your feet, and your arrival in Bagdad, 
since it has pleased you to take up your abode with me. 
What tongue can express to you the gratitude I feel for 
so great an honor? Here is Mouaffac, whom I have in- 
formed of the object of your visit to this city. He con- 
sents to give you in marriage his daughter, who is as 
beautiful as a star.” 

Mouaffac then made me a profound obeisance, saying, 
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“OQ son of the mighty, I am overwhelmed with the 
honor you are willing to confer upon my daughter: she 
would esteem herself sufficiently honored in being made 
a slave to one of the princesses of your harem.” 

Judge of the astonishment that this discourse caused 
me. I knew not what to answer. I saluted Mouafiac 
without speaking; but the cadi, perceiving my embar- 
rassment, and fearing lest I should make some reply 
which would destroy his plot, instantly took up the con- 
versation. 

“I venture to submit,” said he, “that the sooner the 
marriage-contract is made in presence of the proper 
witnesses the better.” So saying, he ordered his aga to 
go for the witnesses, and in the mean time drew up the 
contract himself. 

When the aga arrived with the witnesses, the contract 
was read before them. I signed it, then Mouaffac, and 
then the cadi, who attached his signature the last. The 
judge then dismissed the witnesses, and, turning to 
Mouaffac, said, ‘“‘ You know that with great people these 
affairs are not managed as with persons of humble rank. 
Besides, in this case you readily perceive that silence 
and despatch are necessary. Conduct this prince, then, 
to your house, for he is now your son-in-law; give speedy 
orders for the consummation of the marriage, and take 
care that every thing is arranged as becomes his exalted 
rank.” 

I left the cadi’s house with Mouaffac. We found two 
mules richly caparisoned awaiting us at the door: the 
judge insisted upon our mounting them with great cere- 
mony. Mouaffac conducted me to his house, and when 
we were in the court-yard dismounted first, and with a 
respectful air presented himself to hold my stirrup,—a 
ceremony to which of course I was obliged to submit. 
He then took me by the hand and conducted me to his 
daughter, with whom he left me alone, after informing 
her of what had passed at the cadi’s. 

Zemroude, persuaded that her father had espoused 
her to a prince of Bozrah, received me as a husband who 
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would one day place her upon the throne; and I, the 
happiest of men, passed the day at her feet, striving by 
tender and conciliating manners to inspire her with 
love forme. I soon perceived that my pains were not 
bestowed in vain, and that my youth and ardent affec- 
tion produced a favorable impression upon her. With 
what rapture did this discovery fill me! I redoubled 
my efforts, and had the gratification of remarking that 
each moment I made advances in her esteem. 

In the mean time Mouaffac had prepared a splendid 
repast to celebrate his daughter’s nuptials, at which 
several members of his family were present. The bride 
appeared there more brilliant and more beautiful than 
the houris. The sentiments with which I had already 
inspired her seemed to add new lustre to her beauty. 

The next morning I heard a knock at my chamber- 
door. I got up and opened it. There stood the black 
aga of the cadi carrying a large bundle of clothes. I 
thought that perhaps the cadi had sent robes of honor 
to my wife and myself; but I was deceived. 

“Sir adventurer,” said the negro, in a bantering tone, 
“the cadi sends his salutations, and begs you to return 
the dress he lent you yesterday to play the part of the 
Prince of Bozrah in. I have brought you back your 
own old garment, and the rest of the tatters, which are 
more suited to your station than the other.” 

I was astounded at the application: my eyes were 
opened, and I saw through the whole malicious scheme 
of the cadi. However, making a virtue of necessity, I 
gravely restored to the aga the robe and turban of his 
master, and retook my own old caftan, which was a 
mass of rags. Zemroude had heard part of the con- 
versation, and, seeing me covered with rags, ‘‘Oh, Hea- 
vens!” she exclaimed; “what is the meaning of this 
change, and what has that man been saying to you?” 

“ My princess,” I replied, “the cadi is a great rascal, 
but he is the dupe of his own malice. He thinks he 
has given you a beggar for a husband,—a man born in 
the lowest grade; but you are indeed the wife of a 
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prince, and my rank is ın no way inferior ‘6 that of the 
husband whose hand you fancy you have received. I 

am to the full the equal of the Prince of Bozrah, for I 

am the only son of the King of Moussul, and am on to 

the kingdom of the great Ben-Ortoc: my name is Al 

Abbas.” I then related my history to her, without sup- (* ) 
pressing the least circumstance. When I had finished a 
the recital, — 

“ My prince,” said she, “even were you not the son 
of a great king, I should love you none the less; and, 
believe me, that if I am overjoyed to learn the circum- 
stance of your exalted birth, it is but out of regard to 
my father, who is more dazzled by the honors of the 
world than I: my only ambition is to possess a husband 
who will love me alone, and not grieve me by giving me 
rivals.” 

I did not fail to protest that I would love her, and 
her alone, all my life, with which assurance she ap- 
peared delighted. She then summoned one of her 
women, and ordered her to proceed with all speed and 
secrecy to a merchant’s, and buy a. dress, ready made, of 
of the richest materials that could be procured. The T` 
slave who was charged with this commission acquitted 
herself in the most satisfactory manner. She returned 
speedily, bringing a magnificent dress and robe, and a 
turban of Indian muslin as handsome—even handsomer 
—than what I had worn the previous day, so that I 
found myself even more gorgeously dressed than on the 
occasion of my first interview with my father-in-law. 

“« Well, my lord,” said Zemroude, “do you think the 
cadi has much reason to be satisfied with his work? He 
thought to heap reproaches on my family, and he has 
bestowed upon it an imperishable honor. He thinks: 
that we are now overwhelmed with shame. What will 
be his grief when he knows that he has conferred such 
a benefit upon his enemy! But, before he is made aware 
of your birth, we must invent some means of punishing 
him for his wicked designs against us. I will take that 
Ga ; task upon me. There is mi this city a dyer, who has a rename 
\ 


hag 4 dukei wee WA guar. 


FA ike) i Ltd Vax Nate fet) a/b Vrug 
Wie “ewe har aad hea aleve 


(a 


saa 









84 THE STORY OF PRINCE AL ABBAS. 


daughter most frightfully ugly. I will not tell you 
further,” she continued, checking herself. “Iwill not 
deprive you of the pleasure of the surprise. I shall only 
let you know that I have conceived a project which will 
drive the cadi nearly mad, and make him the laughing- 
stock of the court and the city.” 

She then dressed herself in plain clothes, and, eover- 
ing her face with a thiek veil, asked my permission to 
go out, which I granted her. She went alone, repaired 
to the cadi’s house, and placed herself in one corner of 
the hall where the judge gave audience. 

He no sooner cast his eyes upon her, than he was 
struck with her majestic figure: he sent an officer to 
ask who she was, and what she desired. She answered 
that she was the daughter of an artisan in the town, 
and that she wished to speak to the cadi on important 
private business. The officer having borne her answer 
to the eadi, the judge made a sign to Zemroude to 
approach and enter his private apartment, which was 
on one side of the court. She complied, making a low 
obeisance. When she entered the cadi’s private apart- 
ment she took her seat upon the sofa and raised her 
veil. The cadi had followed her, and, as he seated him- 
self near her, was astonished at her beauty. 

“Well, my dear child,” said he, patronizingly, ‘of 
what service can I be to you?” 

‘My lord,” she replied, ‘‘ you, who have the power to 
make the laws obeyed, who dispense justice to rich and 
poor alike, listen, I pray you, to my complaint, and pity 
the unfortunate situation in which I am placed.” 

“ Explain yourself,” replied the judge, already moved, 
“and I swear by my head and my eyes that I will do 
every thing that is possible—ay, and impossible—to 
serve you.” 

“Know then, my lord,” replied Zemroude, “ that, 
notwithstanding the attractions which Heaven has 
bestowed upon me, I live in solitude and obscurity in 
a house, forbidden not only to men, but even to women, 
so that even the conversation of my own sex is denied 
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me. Not that advantageous proposals were at one time 
wanting for my hand: I should have been married long 
ago, if my father had not had the cruelty to refuse me to 
all who have asked mein marriage. To one he says, I am 
as withered as a dead tree; to another, that lam bloated 
with unnatural fat; to this one, that I am lame, and 
have lost the use of my hands; to that one, that I have 
lost my senses, that I have a cancer on my back, that 
I am dropsical: in fact, he wishes to make me out a 
creature not worthy the society of human beings, and 
has so decried me, that he has at length succeeded in 
making me the reproach of the human race; nobody 
inquires about me now, and I am condemned to per- 
petual celibacy.” 

When she ceased speaking she pretended to weep, 
and played her part so well that the judge allowed him- 
self to be deceived. 

“What can be the reason, my angel,” said he, “that 
your father prevents your marrying? What can his 
motive be?” 

“I know not, my lord,” replied Zemroude: “I can- 
not conceive what his intentions can be; but I confess 
my patience is exhausted. I can no longer live in this 
state. J have found means to leave home, and I have 
escaped to throw myself into your arms and to implore 
your help. Take pity on me, I implore you, and inter- 
pose your authority, that justice may be done to me, 
otherwise I will not answer for my life.” 

“No, no,” replied he, “you shall not die, neither 
shall you waste your youth in tears and sighs. It only 
remains with yourself to quit the darkness in which 
your perfections are buried, and to become this very 
day the wife of the Cadi of Bagdad. Yes, lovely crea- 
ture, more fair than the houris, I am ready to marry 
you, if you will consent.” 

“My lord,” replied the lady, ‘even were not your 
station one of the most dignified and honorable in the 
city, I could have no objection to give you my hand, for 
you appear to be one of the most amiable of men; but 
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I fear that you will not be able to obtain the consent of 
my father, notwithstanding the honor of the alliance.” 

“Don’t trouble yourself upon that point,” replied the 
judge; “I will pledge myself as to the issue; only tell 
me in what street your father lives, what his name is, 
and what his profession.” 

“ His name is Ousta Omar,” replied Zemroude; *“‘he 
is a dyer; he lives upon the eastern quay of the Tigris, 
and in front of his door is a palm-tree laden with 
dates.” : 

“That is enough,” said the cadi: ‘‘you can return 
home now; you shall soon hear from me, depend upon 
my word.” 

The lady, after bestowing a gracious smile upon him, 
covered her face again with her veil, left the private 
chamber, and returned to me. 

“We shall be revenged,” she said, laughing gayly; 
‘our enemy, who thought to make us the sport of the 
people, will himself become so.” 

The judge had scarcely lost sight of Zemroude ere he 
sent an officer to Ousta Omar, who was at home. ‘ You 
are to come to the cadi,” said the man: ‘he desires to 
speak with you, and he commanded me to bring you 
before him.” The dyer grew pale at these words: he 
thought that some one had lodged a complaint against 
him before the judge, and that it was on that account 
the officer had come to fetch him. He rose, however, 
and followed in silence, but in great uneasiness. 

As soon as he appeared before the cadi, the judge 
ordered him into the same chamber where he had had 
the interview with Zemroude, and made him sit upon 
the same sofa. The artisan was so astonished at the 
honor paid him, that he changed color several times. 

“ Master Omar,” said the cadi, ‘‘I am glad to see you; 
I have heard you spoken very well of this long time 
past. I am informed that you are a man of good cha- 
racter, that you regularly say your prayers five times a 
day, and that you never fail to attend the great mosque 
on Friday; besides, I know that you never eat pork, 
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and never drink wine nor date-spirits; in fact, that 
whilst you are at work one of your apprentices reads the 
Koran.” 

“That is true,” replied the dyer; “I know above four 
thousand hadits, (sayings of Mahomet,) and I am making 
preparations for a pilgrimage to Mecca.” 

“I assure you,” replied the cadi, “that all this gives 
me the greatest pleasure, for I passionately love all good 
Mussulmen. I am also informed that you keep con- 
cealed at home a daughter of an age to marry: is that 
true?” 

“ Great judge,” answered Ousta Omar, ‘‘ whose palace 
serves as a haven and refuge for the unfortunate who 
are tossed about by the storms of the world, they have 
told you true. I have a daughter who is old enough, in 
all conscience, to be married, for she is more than thirty 
years old; but the poor creature is not fit to be pre- 
sented to aman, much less to so great a man as the 
Cadi of Bagdad: she is ugly,—or, rather, frightful,—lame, 
covered with blotches, an idiot. In a word, she is a 
monster whom I cannot take too much pains to hide 
from the world.” 

“ Indeed,” said the cadi; ‘‘that is what I expected, 
Master Omar. I was certain that you would thus praise 
your daughter: but know, my friend, that this blotchy, 
idiotic, lame, frightful person—in short, this monster, 
with all her defects—is loved to distraction by a man 
who desires her for his wife, and that man is myself.” 

At this speech the dyer seemed to doubt whether he 
were awake: he pinched himself, rubbed his eyes, and 
then, looking the cadi full in the face, said,— 

“If my lord the cadi wishes to be merry, he is 
master: he may make a jest of my child as much as 
he pleases.” 

“ No, no,” replied the cadi; “I am not joking; I am 
in love with your daughter, and I ask her in marriage.” 

The artisan at these words burst into a fit of laughter. 
“ By the prophet,” cried he, “somebody wants to give 
you something to take care of. I give you fair warning, 
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my lord, that my daughter has lost the use of her 
hands, is lame, dropsical.” 

“I know all about that,” replied the judge; “I re- 
cognise her by her portrait. I have a peculiar liking 
for that sort of girls; they are my taste.” 

“I tell you,” insisted the dyer, “she is not a fit 
match for you. Her name is Cayfacattaddhari, (the 
monster of the age,) and I must confess that her name 
is well chosen.” 

“Come, come!” replied the cadi, in an impatient , 
and imperious tone: “this is enough. Iam sick of all 
these objections. Master Omar, I ask you to give me 
this Cayfacattaddhari just as she is: so not another 
word.” 

The dyer, seeing him determined to espouse his 
daughter, and more than ever persuaded that some 
person had made him fall in love with her upon false 
representations for fun, said to himself, ‘‘I must ask 
him a heavy scherbeha, (dowry:) the amount may dis- 
gust him, and he will think no more of her.” 

“My lord,” said he, ‘‘I am prepared to obey you; 
but I will not part with Cayfacattaddhari unless you 
give me a dowry of a thousand golden sequins before- 
hand.” 

“That is rather a large sum,” said the cadi: “still, I 
will pay it you.” We immediately ordered a large bagful 
of sequins to be brought: a thousand were counted out, 
which the dyer took after weighing them, and the 
judge then ordered the marriage-contract to be drawn 
out. When, moreover, it was ready for signature, the 
artisan protested that he would not sign it except in the 
presence of a hundred lawyers at least. 

“You are very distrustful,” said the cadi; ‘but never 
mind; I will satisfy your wishes, for I don’t intend to 
let your daughter slip through my fingers.” He there- 
upon sent immediately for all the neighboring doctors, 
alfayins, mollahs, persons connected with the mosques 
and courts of law, of whom far more crowded in than 
the dyer required. 
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When all the witnesses had arrived at the cadi’s, 
Ousta Omar spoke thus :— 

“ My lord cadi, I give you my daughter in marriage, 
since you absolutely require me to do so; but I declare 
before all these gentlemen that it is on condition that, 
if you are not satisfied with her when you see her, and 
you wish afterward to repudiate her, you will give her a 
thousand gold sequins, such as I have received from you.” 

‘Well! so be it,” replied the cadi: ‘I promise it 
before all this assembly. Art thou content?’ The 
dyer replied in the affirmative, and departed, saying 
that he would send the bride. 

He had scarcely left the house before the enamored 
judge gave orders to have an apartment furnished in 
the most splendid manner to receive his new bride. 
Velvet carpets were laid down, new draperies hung up, 
and sofas of silver brocade placed around the walls, 
whilst several braziers perfumed the chamber with 
delicious scents. All was at length in readiness, and 
the cadi impatiently awaited the arrival of Cayfacat- 
taddhari. The fair bride, however, not making her 
appearance so speedily as his eagerness expected, he 
called his faithful aga, and said, “The lovely object of 
my affections ought to be here by this time, I think. 
What can detain her so long at her father’s? How 
slow the moments appear which retard my happiness !’’ 
At length his impatience could brook no longer delay, 
and he was on the point of sending the aga to Ousta 
Omar’s, when a porter arrived carrying a deal case 
covered with green taffeta. 

“What hast thou got there, my friend?” inquired 
the judge. 

“My lord,” replied the porter, placing the box on 
the ground, “it is your bride: you have only to take 
olf the covering and you will see what she is like.” 

The cadi removed the cloth and saw a girl three feet 
and a half high: she had a lank visage covered with 
blotches, eyes sunk deep in their sockets and as red as 
fire, not the least vestige of a nose, but above her mouth 
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two horrid wide nostrils like those of a crocodile. He 
could not look at this object without horror: he hastily 
replaced the cover, and, turning to the porter, cried,— 

‘“What am I to do with this miserable creature?” 

“ My lord,” replied the porter, “it is the daughter of 
Master Omar, the dyer, who told me you had married 
her from choice.” 

“ Merciful Heavens!’ exclaimed the cadi; “is it pos- 
sible to marry such a monster as that?” 

At that moment the dyer, who had foreseen the sur- 
prise of the judge, arrived. 

“ Wretch,” said the cadi, ‘what dost thou take me 
for? Thou certainly hast an amazing amount of im- 
pudence to dare to play me such a trick as this. Dost 
thou dare thus to treat me, who have itin my power 
to revenge myself on my enemies?—me who, when I 
please, can put the like of thee in fetters? Dread my 
wrath, wretch! Instead of the hideous monster which 
thou hast sent me, give me instantly thy other daughter, 
whose beauty is unparalleled, or thou shalt experience 
what an angry cadi can do!” 

“ My lord,” replied Omar, ‘‘spare your threats, I beg, 
and don’t be angry with me. I swear by the Creator 
of the light that I have no other daughter but this. 
I told you a thousand times that she would not suit 
you; you would not believe: whose fault is it?” 

The cadi at these words felt his soul sink within him, 
and said to the dyer,— 

‘‘Master Omar, a damsel of the most exquisite loveli- 
ness came here this morning and told me that you were 
her father, and that you represented her to the world asa 
perfect monster,—indeed, so much so that no one would 
ask her in marriage.” 

“ My lord,” returned the dyer, “that girl must have 
been playing you a trick: you must have some enemy.” 

The cadi bent his head on his bosom, and remained 
some time in deep thought. 

‘Tt is a misfortune that was destined to befall me. 
Let us say no more about it; have your daughter 
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taken back home; keep the thousand sequins you have 
got, but don’t ask for any more if you wish us to be 
friends.” 

Although the judge had sworn before witnesses that 
he would give a thousand sequins more if Omar’s 
daughter did not please him, the artisan did not dare 
to endeavor to compel him to keep his word, for he 
knew him to be a most vindictive man, and one who 
would easily find an opportunity of revenging himself 
upon any one he disliked, and was, of course, afraid to 
offend him. He thought it better to be content with 
what he had received. 

‘My lord,” said he, “I will obey you, and relieve you 
of my daughter; but you must, if you please, divorce 
her first.” 

“Oh, true,” said the cadi; ‘‘I have not the least ob- 
jection. Be assured that shall soon be done.” 

Accordingly, he instantly sent for his naib, and the 
divorce was made out in due form, after which Master 
Omar took leave of the judge and ordered the porter to 
bear the wretched Cayfacattaddhari back home. 

This adventure was speedily noised all over the city. 
Everybody laughed at it, and warmly applauded the 
trick which had been played upon the cadi, who could 
not escape the ridicule in which the whole city indulged 
at his expense. We carried our revenge still further. 
By Mouaffac’s advice, I presented myself before the 
prince of the faithful, to whom I told my name and re- 
lated my story. I did not suppress, as you may imagine, 
the circumstances which put the malice of the cadi in so 
strong a light. The caliph, after listening to me with 
the greatest attention, received me very graciously. 
“« Prince,” said he, “ why did you not come at once to 
me? Doubtless you were ashamed of your condition ; 
but you might, without a blush, have presented your- 
self ‘before my face, even in your wretched state. Does 
it depend upon men themselves to be happy or un- 
happy? Is it not Allah that spins the thread of our 
destiny? Ought you to have feared an ungracious re- 
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ception? No! You know that I love and esteem King 
Ben-Ortoc, your father; my court was a safe asylum for 
you.” 

The caliph embraced me, and conferred on me a 
gulute (robe of honor) and a beautiful diamond which he 
wore on his finger. He regaled me with excellent 
sherbet, and, when I returned to my father-in-law’s 
house, I found six large bales of Persian brocade, gold 
and silver, two pieces of damask, and a beautiful Persian 
horse richly caparisoned. In addition, he reinstated 
Mouaffac in the government of Bagdad; and as to the 
cadi, by way of punishment for his malicious attempt to 
deceive Zemroude and her father, he deposed him, and 
condemned him to perpetual imprisonment, and, to 
crown his misery, ordered him as a companion in his 
confinement the daughter of Ousta Omar. 

A few days after my marriage, I sent a courier to 
Moussul, to inform my father of all that had happened 
to me since my departure from his court, and to assure 
him that I would return shortly with the lady whom I 
had married. I waited most impatiently for the return 
of the courier; but, alas! he brought me back news 
which deeply afflicted me. He informed me that Ben- 
Ortoc, having heard that four thousand Bedouin Arabs 
had attacked me, and that my escort had been cut to 
pieces, persuaded that I no longer lived, took my sup- 
posed death so much to heart that he died; that Prince 
Amadeddin Zingui, my cousin-german, occupied the 
throne; that he reigned with equity; and that, never- 
theless, although he was generally beloved, the people 
no sooner learned that I was still alive than they gave 
themselves up to the greatest joy. Prince Amadeddin 
himself, in a letter which the courier placed in my hands, 
assured me of his fidelity, and expressed his impatience 
for my return, in order that he might restore the crown 
to me and become the first subject in my dominions. 

This news decided me to hasten my return to Moussul. 
I took my leave of the prince of the faithful, who or- 
dered a detachment of three thousand cavalry of his 
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own guard to escort me to my kingdom, and, after em- 
bracing Mouaffac and his wife, I departed from Bagdad 
with my beloved Zemroude, who would almost have 
died of grief at the separation from her parents, if her 
love for me had not somewhat moderated the violence 
of her sorrow. About half-way between Bagdad and 
Moussul, the vanguard of my escort discovered a body 
of troops marching toward us. Concluding at once that 
it was a body of Bedouin Arabs, I immediately drew up 
my men, and was fully prepared for the attack, when 
my scouts brought me word that those whom we had 
taken for robbers and enemies were, in fact, troops from 
Moussul, who had set out to meet me, with Amadeddin 
at their head. 

This prince, on his part, having learned who we were, 
left his little army to meet me, accompanied by the 
principal nobles of Moussul. When he reached the 
spot where I was awaiting, he addressed me in the 
same tone in which his letter had been couched, sub- 
missively and respectfully, whilst all the nobles who 
accompanied him assured me of their zeal and fidelity. 
I thought it my duty to show my entire confidence in 
them, by dismissing the soldiers of the caliph’s guard. 
I had no reason to repent of this step: far from being 
capable of forming any treacherous design, Prince Ama- 
deddin did all in his power to give me proofs of his 
attachment. 

When we came to Moussul, our safe and auspicious 
arrival was celebrated by gifts to the mosques, abundant 
alms to the poor, fétes, and an illumination of the palace- 
gardens with lamps of a thousand different colors. The 
people in general testified the delight they felt at my 
return by acclamations, and for a space of three days 
gave themselves up entirely to great rejoicings. The 
booths of the itinerant merchants, and the bazaars, were 
hung within and without with draperies, and at night 
they were lit up by lamps, which formed the letters of a 
verse of the Koran, so that, every shop having its par- 
ticular verse, this holy book was to be read entire in the 
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city; and it appeared as though the angel Gabriel had 
brought it a second time in letters of light to our great 
prophet. 

In addition to this pious illumination, before each 
shop were placed large dishes, plates of pillau, of all 
sorts of colors, in the form of pyramids, and huge bowls 
of sherbet and pomegranate juice, for the passers-by to 
eat and drink at pleasure. In all the cross-streets were 
to be seen dancers, displaying their graceful evolutions 
to the sounds of drums, lutes, and tambourines. 

The different trades formed a procession, consisting 
of cars decorated with tinsel and many-colored flags, 
and with the tools used in their trades, and, after tra- 
versing the principal streets, defiled, to the music of 
pipes, cymbals, and trumpets, before my balcony, where 
Zemroude was sitting by my side, and, after saluting us, 
shouted, at the top of their voices, “Blessing and 
health to thee, Apostle of God! God give the king 
victory !” 

It was not’enough for me to share these honors with 
the daughter of Mouafiac: my study was to find out 
every thing that would afford her any pleasure. I caused 
her apartments to be adorned with every thing most 
rare and pleasing to the sight. Her suite was composed 
of twenty-five young Circassian ladies, slaves in my 
father’s harem; some sang and played the lute exqui- 
sitely, others excelled on the harp, and the rest danced 
with the greatest grace and lightness. I also gave her a 
black aga, with twelve eunuchs, who all possessed some 
talent which might contribute to her amusement. 

I reigned over faithful and devoted subjects; every 
day I loved Zemroude more and more, and she as ar- 
dently reciprocated my attachment. 

My days passed thus in perfect happiness, till one 
day a young dervise appeared at my court. He intro- 
duced himself to the principal nobles, and gained their 
friendship by his pleasing and agreeable manners as 
well as by his wit and his happy and brilliant repartees. 
He accompanied them to the chase, he entered into all 
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their gayeties, and was a constant guest at their parties 
of pleasure. Every day some of my courtiers spoke to 
me of him as aman of charming manners, so that at 
last they excited in me a desire to see and converse 
with the agreeable stranger. Far from finding his por- 
trait overdrawn, he appeared to me even more accom- 
plished than they had represented him. His conversation 
charmed me, and I was disabused of an error into which 
many persons of quality fall,—namely, that men of wit 
and high sentiment are only to be met with at court. I 
experienced so much pleasure in the company of the 
dervise, and he seemed so well suited to manage affairs 
of the greatest importance, that I wished to appoint him 
my minister; but he thanked me, and told me he had 
made a vow never to accept any employment, that he 
preferred a free and independent life, that he despised 
honors and riches, and was content with what God, who 
cares for the lowest animals, should provide for him: 
in a word, he was content with his condition. 

I admired a man so much raised above worldly con- 
siderations, and conceived the greatest esteem for him : 
I received him with pleasure each time he presented 
himself at court; if he was among the crowd of courtiers 
my eyes sought him out, and to him I most frequently 
addressed myself; Linsensibly became so attached to 
him, that I made him my exclusive favorite. 

One day, during a hunt, I had strayed from the main 
body of my followers, and the dervise was alone with 
me. He began by relating his travels; for, although 
young, he had travelled extensively. He spoke of 
several curious things he had seen in India, and, among 
others, of an old Brahmin whom he knew. “This great 
man,” said he, “ knew an infinity of secrets, each more 
extraordinary than the former. Nature had no mys- 
tery but what he could fathom. He died in my arms,” 
said the dervise; “‘but, as he loved me, before he ex- 
pired he said, ‘My son, I wish to teach you a secret 
by which you may remember me, but it is on condition 
that you reveal it to no one.’ I promised to keep it 
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inviolate, and on the faith of my promise he taught me 
the secret.” 

‘Indeed !” said I: “what is the nature of the secret ? 
Is it the secret of making gold?” 

“ No, sire,” replied he; “it is a greater and much 
more precious secret than that. Itis the power of re- 
animating a dead body. Not that I can restore the 
same soul to the body it has left; Heaven alone can 
perform that miracle: but I can cause my soul to enter 
into a body deprived of life, and I will prove it to your 
highness whenever you shall please.” 

“ Most willingly !”? said I: “now, if you please.” 

At that moment there passed by us most oppor- 
tunely a doe: I let fly an arrow, which struck her, 
and she fell dead. ‘‘ Now let me see,” said I, “if you 
can reanimate this creature.” 

“Sire,” replied the dervise, ‘‘ your curiosity shall 
soon be gratified. Watch well what I am about to do.” 

He had scarcely uttered these words, when I beheld 
with amazement his body fall suddenly without anima- 
tion, and at the same moment I saw the doe rise with 
great nimbleness. I will leave you to judge of my 
surprise. Although there was no room left to doubt 
what I beheld, I could hardly believe the evidence 
of my senses. The creature, however, came to me, 
fondled me, and, after making several bounds, fell dead 
again, and immediately the body of the dervise, which 
lay stretched at my feet, became reanimated. 

I was delighted at so wonderful a secret, and en- 
treated the clervise to impart it to me. 

“Sire,” said he, “I deeply regret that I cannot 
comply with your desire; for I promised the dying 
Brahmin not to disclose it to any one, and I am a slave 
to my word.” 

The more the dervise excused himself from satisfy- 
ing my wishes, the more did I feel my curiosity ex- 
cited. 

“In the name of Allah,” said I, “do not refuse to 
comply with my entreaties. I promise thee never to 
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divulge the secret, and I swear, by Him who created 
us both, never to employ it to a bad purpose.” 

The dervise considered a moment, then, turning to 
me, said, — 

“I cannot resist the wishes of a king whom I love 
more than my life. I will yield to your desire. Itis 
true,” added he, ‘that I only gave a simple promise 
to the Brahmin. I did not bind myself by an inviolable 
oath. I will impart my secret to your highness. It 
consists only in remembering two words: it is sufficient 
to repeat them mentally to be able to reanimate a dead 
body.” 

He then taught me the two magic words. I no 
sooner knew them than I burned to test their power. 
I pronounced them, with the intention to make my 
soul pass into the body of the doe, and in a moment 
I found myself metamorphosed into the animal. But 
the delight I experienced at the success of the trial 
was soon converted into consternation; for no sooner 
had my spirit entered into the body of the doe, than 
the dervise caused his to pass into mine, and then, 
suddenly drawing my bow, the traitor was on the point 
of shooting me with one of my own arrows, when, per- 
ceiving his intention, I took to flight, and by my speed 
just escaped the fatal shaft. Nevertheless, he let fly 
the arrow at me with so true an aim that it just grazed 
my shoulder. 

I now beheld myself reduced to live with the beasts 
of the forests and mountains. Happier for me would 
it have been if I had resembled them more perfectly, 
and if, in losing my human form, I had at the same 
time lost my power of reason. I should not then have 
been the prey to a thousand miserable reflections. 

Whilst I was deploring my misery in the forests, 
the dervise was occupying the throne of Moussul; and 
fearing that, as I possessed the secret as well as him- 
self, I might find means to introduce myself into the 
palace and take my revenge upon him, on the very 
day a ii my place pe ordered all the deer in 
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the kingdom to be destroyed, wishing, as he said, to 
exterminate the whole species, which he mortally 
hated. Nay, so eager was he for my destruction, that 
the moment he returned from the hunting-expedition 
he again set out at the head of a large body of followers, 
intent upon the indiscriminate slaughter of all the deer 
they might meet. 

The people of Moussul, animated by the hope of 
gain, spread themselves all over the country with their 
bows and arrows: they scoured the forests, overran the 
mountains, and shot every stag and deer they met with. 
Happily, by this time, I had nothing to fear from 
them; for, having seen a dead nightingale lying at 
the foot of a tree, I reanimated it, and under my 
new shape flew toward the palace of my enemy and 
concealed myself among the thick foliage of a tree in 
the garden. This tree was not far from the apartments 
of the queen. There, thinking upon my misfortune, 
I poured forth in tender strains the melancholy that 
consumed me. It was one morning, as the sun rose, 
and already several birds, delighted to see its return- 
ing beams, expressed their joy by their minstrelsy. For 
my part, taken up with my griefs, I paid no attention to 
the brightness of the newborn day; but, with my eyes 
sadly turned toward Zemroude’s apartment, I poured 
forth so plaintive a song that I attracted the attention 
of the princess, who came to the window. I con- 
tinued my mournful notes in her presence, and I tried 
all the means in my power to render them more and 
more touching, as though I could make her compre- 
hend the subject of my grief. But, alas! although she 
took pleasure in listening to me, J had the mortifica- 
tion to see that, instead of being moved by my piteous 
accents, she only laughed with one of her slaves, who 
had come to the window to listen to me. 

I did not leave the garden that day, nor for several 
following, and I took care to sing every morning at the 
same spot. Zemroude did not fail to come to the win- 
dow, and at length, by the blessing of Providence, took 
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a fancy to have me. One morning she said to her fe- 
male attendants, ‘‘ I wish that nightingale to be caught: 
let birdeatchers be sent for. I love that bird; I dote 
upon it: let them try every means to catch it and bring 
it to me.” The queen’s orders were obeyed: expert 
birdcatchers were found, who laid traps for me; and, as 
I had no desire to escape, because I saw that their only 
object in depriving me of my liberty was to make me a 
slave to my princess, I allowed myself to be taken. The 
moment I was brought to her she took me in her hand, 
with every symptom of delight. “My darling,” said 
she, caressing me, ‘my charming bul-bul, I will be thy 
rose: I already feel the greatest tenderness for thee.” 
At these words she kissed me. I raised my beak softly 
to her lips. “‘ Ah! the little rogue,” cried she, laughing, 
‘he appears to know what I say.” At last, after fond- 
ling me, she placed me in a gold filigree cage, which a 
eunuch had been sent into the city to buy for me. 
Every day as soon as she woke I began my song; and 
whenever she came to my cage to caress me or feed me, 
far from appearing wild, I spread out my wings, and 
stretched my beak toward her, to express my joy. She 
was surprised to see me so tame in so short a time. 
Sometimes she would take me out of the cage and allow 
me to fly about her chamber. I always went to her to 
receive her caresses and to lavish mine upon her; and, 
if any of her slaves wished to take hold of me, I pecked 
at them with all my might. By these little insinuating 
ways I endeared myself so much to Zemroude that she 
often said if by any mishap I were to die she should be 
inconsolable, so strong was her attachment to me. 
Zemroude also had a little dog in her chamber, of 
which she was very fond. One day, when the dog and 
I were alone, it died. Its death suggested to me the 
idea of making a third experiment of the secret. “IJ 
will pass into the body of the dog,” thought I, “for I 
wish to see what effect the death of her nightingale will 
produce upon the princess.” I cannot tell what sug- 
gested the fancy, for I did not foresee what this new 


100 THE STORY OF PRINCE AL ABBAS. 


metamorphosis would lead to; but the thought ap- 
peared to me a suggestion of Heaven, and I followed it 
at all risks. 

When Zemroude returned to the room, her first care 
was to come to my cage. As soon as she perceived that 
the nightingale was dead, she uttered a shriek that 
brought all her slaves about her. ‘* What ails you, 
madam?” said they, in terrified accents. ‘“‘ Has any 
misfortune happened to you?” 

‘“T am in despair,” replied the princess, weeping 
bitterly. ‘My nightingale is dead. My dear bird, my 
little husband, why art thou taken from me so soon? 
I shall no more hear your sweet notes! I shall never 
see yOu again! What have I done to deserve such 
punishment from Heaven ?” 

All the efforts of her women to console her were in 
vain. The dervise had just returned from his murder- 
ous expedition, and one of them ran to acquaint him 
with the state in which they had found the queen. He 
quickly came and told her that the death of a bird ought 
not to cause her so much grief; that the loss was not 
irreparable ; that if she was so fond of nightingales, and 
wanted another, it was easy to get one. But all his 
reasoning was to no purpose: he could make no im- 
pression upon her. 

‘Cease your endeavors,” she exclaimed, ‘to combat 
my grief: you will never overcome it. I know it isa 
great weakness to mourn so fora bird; I am as fully 
persuaded of it as you can be: still, I cannot bear up 
against the force of the blow that has overwhelmed me. 
I loved the little creature; he appeared sensible of the 
caresses I bestowed on him, and he returned them in a 
way that delighted me. Ifmy women approached him, 
he exhibited ferocity, or rather disdain; whereas he 
always came eagerly on to my hand when I held it out 
to him. It appeared as though he felt affection for me: 
he looked at me in so tender and languishing a manner, 
that it almost seemed as though he was mortified that 
he had not the power of speech to express his feelings 
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toward me. I could read it in his eyes. Ah! I shall 
never think of him without despair.” As she finished 
speaking, her tears gushed out afresh, and she seemed 
as if nothing could ever console her. 

I drew a favorable omen from the violence of her 
grief. I had laid myself down in a corner of the room, 
where I heard all that was said and observed all that 
passed without their noticing me. I had a presentiment 
that the dervise, in order to console the queen, would 
avail himself of the secret; and I was not disappointed. 

Finding the queen inaccessible to reason, and being 
deeply enamored of her, he was moved by her tears, 
and, instead of persevering in fruitless arguments, he 
ordered the queen’s slaves to quit the room and leave 
him alone with her. ‘‘ Madam,” said he, thinking that 
no one overheard him, ‘ since the death of your night- 
ingale causes you so much sorrow, he must be brought 
to hfe. Do not grieve; you shall see him alive again; I 
pledge myself to restore him to you. To-morrow morn- 
ing, when you wake, you shall hear him sing again, and 
you shall have the satisfaction of caressing him.” 

“I understand you, my lord,” said Zemroude: “you 
look upon me as crazed, and think that you must humor 
my sorrow; you would persuade me that I shall see my 
nightingale alive to-morrow; to-morrow you will post- 
pone your miracle till the following day, and so on from 
one day to another: by this means you reckon on 
making me gradually forget my bird. Or, perhaps,” 
pursued she, “you intend to get another put in his 
place to deceive me.” 

“ No, my queen,” replied the dervise, “no: it is that 
very bird which you see stretched out in his cage with- 
out life,—this very nightingale, the enviable object of 
such poignant grief,—it is that very bird himself that 
shall sing. I will give him new life, and you can again 
lavish your caresses upon him. He will better appreciate 
that delight, and you shall behold him still more 
anxious to please you, for it will be I myself who will be 
the object of your endearments: every morning I will 
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myself be his fresh life in order to divert you. I can 
perform this miracle,” continued he: ‘it is a secret I 
possess. If you have any doubts upon it, or if you are 
impatient to behold your favorite reanimated, I will 
cause him to revive now immediately.” 

As the princess did not reply, he imagined from her 
silence that she was not fully persuaded he could ac- 
complish what he professed. He seated himself on the 
sofa, and by virtue of the two cabalistic words left his 
body, or rather mine, and entered into that of the 
nightingale. The bird began to sing in its eage, to the 
great amazement of Zemroude. But his song was not 
destined to continue long; for no sooner did he begin to 
warble than I quitted the body of the dog and hastened 
to retake my own. At the same time, running to the 
cage, I dragged the bird out and wrung his neck. 
“ What have you done, my lord?” cried the princess. 
“Why have you treated my nightingale thus? If 
you do not wish him to live, why did you restore him 
to life ?”’ y 

“I thank Heaven!” cried I, without paying any 
regard to what she said, so much were my thoughts 
taken up with the feeling of vengeance which possessed 
me at the treacherous conduct of the dervise; ‘“‘I am 
satisfied. I have at length avenged myself on the villain 
whose execrable treason deserved a still greater punish- 
ment.” 

If Zemroude was surprised to see her nightingale 
restored to life, she was not the less so to hear me utter 
these words with such fierce emotion. 

“« My lord,” said she, “whence this violent transport 
which agitates you, and what do those words mean 
which you have just spoken ?” 

I related to her all that had happened to me, and she 
could not doubt that I was truly Al Abbas, because she 
had heard that the body of the dervise had been found 
in the forest, and she was also of course well acquainted 
with the order which he had given for destroying all 
the deer. 
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But my poor princess could not recover the shock her 
sensitive love had sustained. A few days after she fell 
ill, and died in my arms, literally frightened to death 
by the imminence of the danger from which she had 
just been so happily rescued. 

After I had bewailed her, and erected a splendid 
tomb to her memory, I summoned the Prince Ama- 
deddin. 

‘‘My cousin,” said I, ‘I have no children. I resign 
the crown of Moussul in your favor. I give the king- 
dom up into your hands. I renounce the regal dignity, 
and wish to pass the rest of my days in repose and 
privacy.” Amadeddin, who really loved me, spared no 
arguments to deter me from taking the step I proposed, 
but I assured him that nothing could shake my resolu- 
tion. 

“ Prince,” said I, “my determination is fixed: I 
resign my rank to you. Fill the throne of Al Abbas, 
and may you be more happy than he! Reign over a 
people who know your merit and have already expe- 
rienced the blessings of your rule. Disgusted with 
pomp, I shall retire to distant climes, and live in 
privacy: there, freed from the cares of state, I shall 
mourn over the memory of Zemroude, and recall the 
happy days we passed together.” 

I left Amadeddin upon the throne of Moussul, and, 
accompanied only by a few slaves, and carrying an 
ample supply of riches and jewels, took the road to 
Bagdad, where I arrived safely. I immediately re- 
paired to Mouaffac’s house. His wife and he were not 
a little surprised to see me, and they were deeply 
affected when I informed them of the death of their 
daughter, whom they had tenderly loved. The recital 
unlocked the fountains of my own grief, and I mingled 
my tears with theirs. I did not stay long in Bagdad: 
I joined a caravan of pilgrims going to Mecca, and, 
after paying my devotions, found, by chance, another 
company of pilgrims from Tartary, whom I accompanied 
to their native country. We arrived in this city; I 
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found the place agreeable, and took up my abode here, 
where I have resided for nearly forty years. I am 
thought to be a stranger who was formerly concerned in 
trade, and whose time is now passed in study and con- 
templation. I lead a retired life, and rarely see strangers. 
Zemroude is ever present to my thoughts, and my only 
consolation consists in dwelling fondly upon her memory 
and her virtues. 


Continuation of the Story of Drine Ahalaf and 
the Princess of China. 


AL ABBAS, having finished the recital of his adven- 
tures, thus addressed his guests :— 

“Such is my history. You perceive, by my mis- 
fortunes and your own, that human life is but as a reed, 
ever liable to be bent to the earth by the bleak blasts of 
misfortune. I will, however, confess to you that I have 
led a happy and quiet life ever since I have been in 
Jaic, and that I by no means repent having abdicated 
the throne of Moussul; for in the obscurity in which I 
now live I have discovered peaceful and tranquil joys 
which I never experienced before.” 

Timurtasch, Elmaze, and Khalaf bestowed a thou- 
sand flattering encomiums upon the son of Ben-Ortoc. 
The khan admired the resolution which had caused him 
to deprive himself of his kingdom, in order to live 
in privacy In a country of strangers, where the station 
which he had filled in the world was unknown; Elmaze 
praised the fidelity he displayed toward Zemroude, and 
the grief he experienced at her death; and Khalaf re- 
marked, ‘“ My lord, it were to be wished that all men 
could display the same constancy in adversity which you 
have done under your misfortunes.” 

They continued their conversation till it was time to 
retire. Al Abbas then summoned his slaves, who 
brought wax-lights in candlesticks made of aloe-wood, 
and conducted the khan, the princess, and her son to 
a suite of apartments, where the same simplicity reigned 
that characterized the rest of the house. Elmaze and 
Tunurtasch retired to sleep ina chamber appropriated 


to themselves, and Khalaf to another. The following 
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morning their host entered the chamber of his guests 
as soon as they were up, and said,— 

“ You are -not the only unfortunate persons in the 
world: I have just been informed that an ambassador 
from the Sultan of Carisma arrived in the city last 
evening; that his master has sent him to Ileuge-Khan, 
to beg of him not only to refuse an asylum to the Khan 
of the Nagiiis, his enemy, but, if the khan should 
endeavor to pass through his dominions, to arrest him. 
Indeed, it is reported,’ pursued Al Abbas, ‘that the 
unfortunate khan, for fear of falling into the hands 
of the Sultan of Carisma, has left his capital and fled 
with his family.” At this news Timurtasch and Khalaf 
changed color, and the princess fainted. 

The swoon of Elmaze, as well as the evident trouble 
of the father and son, instantly caused Al Abbas to sus- 
pect that his guests were not merchants. 

“I see,” said he, as soon as the princess had recovered 
her senses, “that you take a deep interest in the 
misfortunes of the Khan of the Nagiiis: indeed, if I 
may be permitted to tell you what I think, I believe 
you are yourselves the objects of the Sultan of Carisma’s 
hatred.” 

“Yes, my lord,” replied Timurtasch; ‘‘we are, in- 
deed, the victims for whose immolation he is thirsty. I 
am the Khan of the Nagiiis: you behold my wife and 
my son. We should, indeed, be ungrateful, if we did 
not discover our position to you, after your generous 
reception, and the confidence you have reposed in us. 
I am encouraged even to hope that by your coun- 
sels you will aid us to escape from the danger which 
threatens us.” 

“Your situation is most critical,” replied the aged 
King of Moussul. “I know Ileuge-Khan well; and, as 
he fears the Sultan of Carisma, I cannot doubt that, 
to please him, he will search for you everywhere. You 
will not be safe either in my house or in any other 
in this city: the only resource left you is to leave the 
country of Jaic as speedily as possible, cross the river 
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Irtisch, and gain, with the utmost diligence, the frontiers 
of the tribe of the Berlas.”’ 

This advice pleased Timurtasch, his wife and son. 
Al Abbas had three horses instantly got ready, to- 
gether with provisions for the journey, and, giving 
them a purse filled with gold, “Start immediately,” 
said he: “you have no time to lose. By to-morrow, 
no doubt, Ileuge-Khan will cause search to be made 
for you everywhere.” 

They returned their heartfelt thanks to the aged 
monarch, and then quitted Jaic, crossed the Irtisch, 
and, joining company with a camel-driver who was 
travelling that way, arrived after several days’ journey 
in the territories of the tribe of Berlas. They took 
up their quarters with the first horde they met, sold 
their horses, and lived quietly enough as long as their 
money lasted ; but, as soon as it came to an end, the 
misery of the khan recommenced. “ Why am I still 
in the world?” he began to exclaim. ‘‘ Would it not 
have been better to have awaited my bloodthirsty foe 
in my own kingdom, and have died defending my 
capital, than to drag on a hfe which is only one con- 
tinued scene of misery? It is vain that we endure 
our misfortunes with patience; for, in spite of our 
submission to its decrees, Heaven will never restore 
us to happiness, but leaves us still the sport of misery.” 

“ My lord,” replied Khalaf, “do not despair of our 
miseries coming to an end. Heaven, which decrees 
these events, is preparing for us, I doubt not, some 
relief which we cannot foresee. Let us proceed at 
once,” added he, “to the principal horde of this tribe. 
I have a presentiment that our fortunes will now 
assume a more favorable aspect.” 

They all three proceeded accordingly to the horde 
with whom the Khan of Berlas resided. They entered 
a large tent which served as a refuge for poor strangers. 
Here they laid themselves down, worn out with their 
journey, and at a loss at last to know how to obtain 
even the necessaries of life. Khalaf, however, quietly 
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slipped out of the tent, leaving his father and mother 
there, and went through the horde, asking charity of 
the passers-by. By the evening he had collected a 
small sum of money, with whieh he bought some pro- 
visions and earried them to his parents. When they 
learned that their son had actually solicited charity, 
they could not refrain from tears. Khalaf himself was 
moved by their grief, but cheerfully remarked, never- 
theless, ‘“ I confess that nothing we have yet endured 
has appeared to me more mortifying than to be reduced 
to solicit alms: still, as at present I cannot procure you 
subsistance by any other means, is it not my duty to do 
it, in spite of the mortification it costs me? But,” he 
added, as though struck with a sudden thought, ‘‘ there 
is still another resource: sell me for a slave, and the . 
money you will receive will last you a long time.” 

‘What do you say, my son?” eried Timurtasch, when 
he heard these words. ‘‘Can you propose to us that 
we should live at the expense of your liberty?” Ah! 
rather let us endure forever our present misery. But, 
if it should come to this, that one of us must be sold, 
let it be myself: I do not refuse to bear the yoke of 
servitude for you both.” 

“My lord,” said Khalaf, “another thought strikes 
me: to-morrow morning I will take my station among 
the porters; some one may chance to employ me, and 
we may thus earn a living by my labor.” They agreed 
to this, and the following day the prince stationed him- 
self among the porters of the horde, and waited till 
some one should employ him; but, unfortunately, no 
one wanted him, so that half the day passed and he 
had not had a single job. This grieved him deeply. 
«If Tam not more successful than this,” thought he, 
“how am I to support my father and mother ?” 

He grew tired of waiting among the porters on the 
chance of some person wanting his services. He went 
out of the encampment and strolled into the country, 
in order to turn over in his mind undisturbedly the 
best means of earning a livelihood. He sat down 
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under a tree, where, after praying Heaven to have 
pity on his perplexity, he fell asleep. When he woke 
he saw near him a falcon of singular beauty: its head 
was adorned with a tuft of gaudy feathers, and from 
its neck hung a chain of gold filigree-work set with 
diamonds, topazes, and rubies. Khalaf, who under- 
stood falconry, held out his fist, and the bird alighted 
on it. The Prince of the Nagiiis was delighted at the 
circumstance. ‘Let us see,” said he, ‘‘what this will 
lead to. This bird, from all appearance, belongs to the 
sovereign of the tribe.” Nor was he wrong. It was 
the favorite falcon of Almguer, Khan of Berlas, who 
had lost it the previous day. His principal huntsmen 
were engaged at that moment in searching everywhere 
for it with the greatest diligence and uneasiness, for 
their master had threatened them with the severest 
punishments if they returned without his bird, which 
he loved passionately. 

Prince Khalaf returned to the encampment with 
the falcon. As soon as the people of the horde saw 
it, they began to cry out, ‘Ha! here is the khan’s 
falcon recovered. Blessings on the youth who will 
make our prince rejoice by restoring him his bird!” 
And so it turned out; for when Khalaf arrived at the 
royal tent, and appeared with the falcon, the khan, 
transported with joy ran to his bird and kissed it a 
thousand times. Then, addressing the Prince of the 
Nagiiis, he asked him where he found it. Khalaf re- 
lated how he had recovered the falcon. The khan then 
said to him, “Thou appearest to be a stranger amongst 
us. Where wast thou born, and what is thy profes- 
sion?” ‘My lord,” replied Khalaf, prostrating him- 
self at the khan’s feet, “I am the son of a merchant 
of Bulgaria, who was possessed of great wealth. I was 
travelling with my father and mother in the country 
of Jaic, when we were attacked by robbers, who stripped 
us of every thing but our lives, and we have found our 
way to this encampment actually reduced to beg our 


bread.” 
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“Young man,” replied the khan, “I am glad that 
it is thou who hast found my falcon ; for I swore to 
grant, to whomsoever should bring me my bird, what- 
ever two things he might ask: so thou hast but to 
speak. Tell me what thou desirest me to grant thee, 
and doubt not that thou shalt obtain it.” 

“Since I have permission to ask two things,” returned 
Khalaf, “ I request, in the first place, that my father and 
mother, who are in the strangers’ tent, may have a tent 
to themselves in the quarter where your highness re- 
sides, and that they may be supported during the rest 
of their days at your highness’s expense, and waited 
on by officers of your highness’s household ; secondly, 
I desire to have one of the best horses in your high- 
ness’s stables and a purse full of gold, to enable me to 
make a journey which I have in contemplation.” 

‘‘Thy wishes shall be gratified.” said Almguer: ‘‘ thou 
shalt bring thy father and mother to me, and from this 
day forth I will begin to entertain them as thou de- 
sirest; and to-morrow, dressed in rich attire, and 
mounted on the best horse in my stables, thou shalt 
be at liberty to go wherever it shall please thee. Thy 
modesty, the filial love that is imprinted upon thy 
features, thy youth, thy noble air, please me. Be my 
guest; come and join my festivities; and thou shalt 
listen to an Arabian story-teller, whose knowledge and 
imaginative powers instruct and amuse my tribes.” 

The khan and the son of Timurtasch presently seated 
themselves at a table loaded with viands, confectionary, 
fruit, and flowers ; gazelle venison, red-legged partridges, 
pheasants, and black cock were displayed as trophies 
of the skill of the hunter-king. The Arab stationed 
near the khan awaited his orders. “Moustapha,” said 
the khan at length, turning to the Arab, “I have been 
extolling thy knowledge and wit to my guest; surpass 
thyself, and let him see that I have not exaggerated. 
He shall give thee a subject: treat it in such a manner 
as to deserve his praise.” 

“Iam curious,” said the prince, ‘to hear of China. 
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I ask thee to instruct me concerning the government 
of that important kingdom, and to give me an insight 
into the manners and customs of its people.” 

The Arab reflected a moment, and then, prefacing 
his recital with a few general remarks, proceeded to 
depict in glowing colors this celestial empire, whose 
civilization dates back to the remotest ages of the 
world. He described its extent as equal to one-half of 
the habitable globe; its population as so numerous 
that it might be counted by hundreds of millions; he 
spoke of cities, each of which alone brought a revenue 
to their crown which surpassed that of entire king- 
doms; of those gigantic works, the canals, whose extent 
equalled the course of the largest rivers which tra- 
versed the vast empire. And he foretold that a time 
would come when Tartar warriors should scale that 
very wall, which the terror of their arms had caused 
to be built, and should again reconquer the whole 
of that wealthy tract. tle then begun his story ay 
follows. 


-~a 


The Story of in-in. 
A CHINESE TALE. 


At Wou-si, a town dependent upon the city of 
Tchang-teheou, in the province of Kiang-nan, there 
resided a family in the middle sphere of life. Three 
brothers composed the family: the name of the eldest 
was Lin-in, (the jasper;) the second Lin-pao, (the pre- 
cious;) the youngest Lin-tchin, (the pear:) this last 
was not yet old enough to marry; the other two had 
taken wives to themselves. The wife of the first was 
named Wang, the wife of the second Yang, and both 
possessed every grace which can constitute the charm of 
woman. 

Lin-pao’s engrossing passions were gambling and 
wine: he evinced no inclination to good. His wife 
was of a similar disposition, and depraved in her con- 
duct: she was very different from her sister-in-law 
Wang, who was a pattern of modesty and propriety. 
So, although these two women lived together on neigh- 
borly terms, there was but little real sympathy between 
them. 

Wang had ason named Hi-eul,—that is to say, ‘the 
son of rejoicing.” He was a child of six years old. 
One day, having stopped in the street, with some other 
children, to look at a great procession in the neigh- 
borhood, he was lost in the crowd, and in the evening 
did not return to the house. 

This loss caused the deepest SOTPOW, 46 his parents. 
They had handbills posted up, and there was not a 
street in which they did not make inquiries, but all to 
no purpose: they could gain no intelligence respecting 
their darling child. lLin-in was inconsolable; and, 
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giving way to the grief that overwhelmed him, he 
sought to fly from his home, where every thing brough¢ 
back the remembrance of his dear Hi-eul. He borrowed 
a sum of money from one of his friends, to enable him 
to carry on a small trade in the neighborhood of the 
city and the adjacent villages, Bopig that in one of 
these short excursions he mia be able to recover the 
treasure he had lost. 

As his whole thoughts were taken up with iis child, 
he took little Bleasune in the circumstance that his 
trade flourished. He nevertheless continued to pursue 
it during five years, without making long journeys from 
home, whither he returned every year to spend. the 
autumn. At length, being utterly unsuccessful in 
discovering the least trace of his son after so many 
years, and concluding that he was lost to him forever, 
and finding moreover that his wife Wang bore him no 
more children, as he had now amassed a good sum of 
money, he determined to divert his thoughts from pain- 
ful recollections by trading in another province. 

He joined the company of a rich merchant travelling 
the road he had fixed upon; and the merchant, having 
observed his aptitude for business, made him a very 
advantageous offer. The desire of becoming wealthy 
now took possession of him, and diverted his thoughts 
from their accustomed channel. 

Within a very short time after their arrival in the 
province of Chan-si every thing had succeeded to their 
utmost wishes. They found a quick sale for their mer- 
chandise, and the profits arising from it were consider- 
able. The payments, however, were delayed for two 
years in consequence of a drought and famine which 
afflicted the country, as well as by a tedious illness by 
which Lin-in was attacked. They were detained alto- 
gether three years in the province; after which, having 
recovered his money and his health, he took his depart- 
ure to return to his own country. 

He halted one day during his journey near a place 


named Tchin-lieou to recruit his strength, and, stroll- 
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ing round the neighborhood, accidentally came upon 
æ girdle of blue cloth, in the form of a long, narrow 
bag, such as is worn round the body, under the dress, 
and in which money is usually kept. As he took it up, 
he found the weight considerable. He retired to a quiet 
spot, opened the girdle, and found it contained about 
two hundred täels. 

At sight of this treasure he fell into the following 
train of reflection:—‘‘ My good fortune has placed this 
sum in my hands; I might keep it and employ it for 
my own use without fearing any unpleasant conse- 
quences. Still, the person who has dropped it, the 
moment he discovers his loss, will be in great distress, 
and will return in haste to look for it. Do they not 
say that our forefathers dared scarcely touch money 
found in this way, and, if they picked it up, only did 
so with a view of restoring it to its owner? This 
appears to me a very praiseworthy custom, and I will 
imitate it, the more so as I am growing old and have no 
heir. Of what benefit would money got by such means 
be to me?” 

Whilst thus reasoning, he had wandered to some 
distance from the spot where he had found the money: 
he now, however, retraced his steps to the place, and 
waited there the whole day, to be ready in case the 
owner should return. Nobody came, however, and the 
next day he continued his journey. 

After five days’ travelling, he arrived in the evening 
at Nan-sou-tcheou, and took up his quarters at an inn 
where several other merchants were staying. The 
conversation having turned upon the advantages of 
commerce, one of the company said, “Five days ago, 
on leaving Tchin-licou, I lost two hundred täels, which 
I had in an inside girdle. I had taken it off, and placed 
it near me whilst I lay down to sleep, when a mandarin 
and his cortége chanced to pass by. I hastened to get 
out of the way for fear of insult, and in my hurry forgot 
to take up my money. It was only at night, as I was 
undressing to go to bed, that I discovered my loss. I 
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felt sure that as the place where I lost my money was by 
the side of a well-frequented road, it would be useless-to 
delay my journey for several days in order to look for 
what I should never find.” 

Every one condoled with him on his loss. Lin-in 
asked him his name and place of abode. “Your ser- 
vant,” replied the merchant, “is named Tchin, and 
lives at Yang-tcheou, where he has a shop and a large 
warehouse. May I be so bold in return to inquire to 
whom I have the honor of speaking?” Lin-in told 
him his name, and said that he was an inhabitant of 
the town of Wou-si. ‘My shortest road there,” added 
he, ‘“‘lies through Yang-tcheou; and, if agreeable to 
you, I shall have much pleasure in your company so 
far” 

Tchin acknowledged this politeness in a becoming 
manner. ‘Most willingly,” said he: “we will con- 
tinue our journey together, and I esteem myself very 
fortunate in meeting with such an agreeable com- 
panion.” The journey was not long, and they soon 
arrived at Yang-tcheou. 

After the usual civilities, Tchin invited his fellow- 
traveller to his house; and, on their arrival there, imme- 
diately ordered refreshments to be brought. Whilst 
they were discussing their meal, Lin-in managed to 
turn the conversation on the subject of the lost money. 

“What,” he asked, ‘“‘was the color of the girdle 
which contained your money, and of what material was 
it made?” l . 

“It was of blue cloth,” replied Tchin; “and what 
would enable me to identify it is, that at one end the 
letter Tchin, which is my name, is embroidered upon it 
in white silk.” 

This description left no doubt as to the owner. Lin- 
in therefore rejoined, in a cheerful tone, “If I have 
asked you all these questions, it was merely because, 
passing through Tchin-lieou, I found a belt such as you 
describe.” At the same time producing it, he added, 
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‘Look if this is yours.” ‘The very same,” said Tchin. 
Whereupon Lin-in politely restored it to its owner. 

Tchin, overwhelmed with gratitude, pressed him to 
accept the half of the sum which it contained; but his 
entreaties were in vain: Lin-in would receive nothing. 
“What obligations am I not under to you!” resumed 
Tchin: “where else should I find such honesty and 
generosity?” He then ordered a splendid repast to be 
brought, over which they pledged each other with great 
demonstrations of friendship. 

Tchin thought to himself, “ Where should I find a 
man of such probity as Lin-in? Men of his character 
are very scarce in these days. What! shall I receive 
from him such an act of kindness, and not be able to 
repay him? I have a daughter twelve years old: I must 
form an alliance with such an honest man. But has he 
got ason? On this point I am entirely ignorant.” 

“My dear friend,” said he, “how old is your son?” 

This question brought tears into the eyes of Lin-in. 
‘* Alas!” replied he, ‘‘ I had but one, who was most dear 
tome. It is now eight years ago since my child, hav- 
ing run out of the house to see a procession pass by, 
disappeared; and from that day to this I have never 
-been able to learn any thing of him; and, to crown 
my misfortune, my wife has not borne me any more 
children.” 

Upon hearing this, Tchin appeared to think for a 
moment, then, continuing the conversation, said, “My 
brother and benefactor, of what age was the child when 
you lost him ?”” 

“ About six years old,” replied Lin-in. 

“What was his name?” 

“We called him Hi-eul,” returned Lin-in. ‘‘He had 
escaped all the dangers of the smallpox, which had left 
no traces upon his countenance: his complexion was 
clear and florid.” 

This description gave the greatest pleasure to Tchin, 
and he could not prevent his satisfaction from displaying 
itself in his looks and manner. He immediately called 
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one of his servants, to whom he whispered a few words. 
The servant, having made a gesture of obedience, 
retired into the interior of the house. _ 

Lin-in, struck by the questions, and the joy which 
lit up the countenance of his ost, was forming all sorts 
of conjectures, when he saw a youth of about fourteen 
years of age enter the room. He was dressed in a long 
gown, with a plain though neat jacket. His graceful 
form, his air and carriage, his face with its regular 
features, and his quick and piercing eyes and finely- 
arched black eyebrows, at once engaged the admiration 
and riveted the attention of Lin-in. , 

As soon as the youth saw the stranger seated at table, 
he turned toward him, made a low bow, and uttered 
some respectful words; then, approaching Tchin, and 
standing modestly before him, he said, in a sweet and 
pleasing tone, “My father, you have called Hi-eul: 
what are you pleased to command?” 

“I will tell you presently,” replied Tchin: “in the 
mean time stand beside me.” 

The name of Hi-eul, by which the youth called him- 
self, excited fresh suspicions in the breast of Lin-in. A 
secret sympathy suddenly forced itself upon him, and, 
by one of those wonderful instincts of nature which are 
so unerring, recalled to his recollection the image of his 
lost child, his form, his face, his air, his manners; he 
beheld them all in the youth before him. There was 
but one circumstance that made him doubt the truth of 
his conjectures, and that was his addressing Tchin by 
the name of ‘father.’ He felt it would be rude to ask 
Tchin if the youth really were his son; perhaps he 
might truly be so, for it was not impossible that there 
might be two children bearing the same name and in 
many respects resembling each other. 

Lin-in, absorbed in these reflections, paid little at- 
tention to the good cheer placed before him. Techin 
could read on the countenance of Lin-in the perplex- 
ing thoughts that filled his mind. An indescribable 
charm seemed to attract him irresistibly toward the 
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youth. He kept his eyes constantly fixed upon him; 
he could not turn them away. Hi-eul, on his part, 
despite his bashfulness and timidity natural to his 
age, could not help gazing intently upon Lin-in: it 
seemed as though nature was revealing his father to 
him. 

At length Lin-in, no longer master of his feelings, 
suddenly broke the silence, and asked Tchin if the 
youth really was his son. 

“I am not,” replied Tchin, “really his father, although 
I look upon him as my own child. Eight years ago, 
a man passing through this city, leading this child in 
his hand, addressed me by chance, and begged me to 
assist him in his great need. ‘My wife,’ said he, ‘is 
dead, and has left me with this child. The impover- 
ished state of my affairs has compelled me to leave my 
native place, and go to Hoaingan to my relations, from 
whom I hope to receive a sum of money to enable me 
to set up in business again. I have not wherewith to 
continue my journey to that town. Will you be so 
charitable as to lend me three tiiels? I will faithfully 
restore them on my return, and I will leave as a pledge 
all that I hold most dear in the world, my only son: I 
shall no sooner reach Hoaingan, than I will return and 
redeem my dear child.’ 

“I felt gratified by this mark of confidence, and I 
gave him the sum he asked. As he left me he burst 
into tears, and gave every evidence of the grief he 
felt in leaving his child. I was, however, surprised 
that the child did not exhibit the least emotion at the 
separation. As, however, time wore on, and the pre- 
tended father did not return, suspicions began to rise, 
which I was anxious to set at rest. I called the child, 
and, by various questions I put to him, learned that he 
was born in Wou-si, that, having one day run out to 
see a procession pass by, he had strayed too far from 
home, and lost his way, and that he had been tre- 
panned and carried off by a stranger. He also told 
me the name of his father and mother: indeed, it is 
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that of your own family. I thus discovered that the 
fellow, so far from being the father of the poor child, 
was the identical rascal who had carried him off. Not 
only was my compassion excited, but the boy’s pleasing 
manners had entirely won my heart: I treated him 
from that time as one of my own children, and I sent 
him to college with my own son, to study with him. I 
have often entertained the plan of going to Wou-si to 
inquire after his family. But business of some kind 
always prevented me from undertaking the journey, of 
which, however, I had never fully relinquished the idea. 
When, happily, a few moments ago, you chanced in the 
course of conversation to mention your son, my suspi- 
cions were aroused, and upon the extraordinary coinci- 
dence of your tale, and the circumstances of which I 
was acquainted, I sent for your child to see if you would 
recognize him.” 

At these words Hi-eul wept for joy, and his tears 
caused those of Lin-in to flow copiously. “A peculiar 
mark?” said he, “will prove his identity: a little above 
the left knee you will find a small black spot, which 
has been there from his birth.” Hi-eul pulled up the 
leg of his trousers, and showed thé spot in question. 
Lin-in, on seeing it, threw himself upon the neck of 
the child, covered him with kisses, and folded him in 
his arms. “My child,” cried he, ‘my dear child, what 
happiness for your father to find you after so many 
years absence? 

It is not difficult to conceive to what transports of 
joy the father and son delivered themselves up during 
these first moments of pleasure. After a thousand 
tender embraces, Lin-in at length tore himself from 
the arms of his son and made a profound obeisance to 
Tchin. “ What gratitude do I not owe you,” said he, 
“for having received my son into your house and 
brought up this dear portion of myself with so much 
care! But for you we should never have been united.” 

“My kind benefactor,” replied Tchin, rising, “it 
was the act of disinterested generosity you practised 
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toward me, in restoring the two hundred tiiels, which 
moved the compassion of Heaven. It is Heaven that 
conducted you to my house, where you have found 
him whom you sought in vain for so many years. 
Now that I know that good youth is your son, I regret 
that I have not treated him with greater consideration.” 

“Kneel, my son,” said Lin-in, “and thank your 
generous benefactor.” 

Tchin was about to return these salutations, when 
Lin-in himself prevented him, overcome with this ex- 
cess of respect. This interchange of civilities being 
over, they resumed their seats, and Tchin placed little 
Hi-eul on a seat by his father’s side. 

Then Tchin, resuming the conversation, said, “ My 
brother, (for henceforth that is the title by which I 
shall address you,) I have a daughter twelve years of 
age, and it is my intention to give her in marriage to 
your son, in order that the union may cement our 
friendship more closely.” This proposition was made 
in so sincere and ardent a manner, that Lin-in did 
not feel it right to make the usual excuses that good 
breeding prescribed. He therefore waived all cere- 
mony, and gave his consent at once. 

As it was growing late, they separated for the night. 
Hi-eul slept in the same chamber with his father. You 
may imagine all the tender and affectionate conversa- 
tion that passed between them during the night. The 
next day Lin-in prepared to take leave of his host, but 
could not resist his pressing invitation to remain. Tchin 
had prepared a second day’s festivity, in which he spared 
no expense to regale the future father-in-law of his 
daughter, and his son-in-law, and thereby to console 
himself for their departure. They drank and sang, and 
gave themselves fully to the hilarity of the occasion. 

When the repast was ended, Tchin drew out a packet 
of twenty tiiels, and, looking toward Lin-in, said, “ Du- 
ring the time my dear son-in-law has been with me, it 
is possible he may have suffered many things against 
my wish, and unknown to me: here is a little present 


THE STORY OF LIN-IN. 121 


I wish to make him, until I ean give him more sub- 
stantial proofs of my affection. I will not hear of a 
refusal.” 

“What!” replied Lin-in, “at a time when I am con- 
tracting an alliance so honorable to me, and when I 
ought, according to custom, to make marriage-presents 
for my son,—presents which I am prevented from doing 
at this moment, only because I am travelling,—do you 
load me with gifts? I cannot accept them: the thought 
covers me with confusion.” 

“Well!” replied Tchin, “I am not dreaming of 
offering you such a trifle. It is for my son-in-law, not 
the father-in-law of my daughter, that I intend this 
present. Indeed, if you persist in the refusal I shall 
consider it as a sign that the alliance is not agreeable 
to you.” 

Lin-in saw that he must yield, and that resistance 
would be useless. He humbly accepted the present, 
and, making his son rise from the table, ordered him to 
make a profound reverence to Tchin. ‘ What I have 
given you,” said Tchin, raising him up, “is but a trifle, 
and deserves no thanks.” Hi-eul then went into the 
house to pay his respects to his mother-in-law. The 
whole day was passed in feasting and diversions; it was 
only at night that they separated. 

When Lin-in retired to his chamber, he gave him- 
self up entirely to the reflections to which thege events 
gave rise. “It must be confessed,” cried he, “that 
by restoring the two hundred tiiels I have done an 
action pleasing to Heaven, and now Iam rewarded by 
the happiness of finding my child and contracting so 
honorable an alliance. This is, indeed, joy upon joy; 
it is like putting gold flowers upon a beautiful piece 
of silk. How can I be sufficiently grateful for so many 
favors? Here are the twenty tiiels that my friend 
Tchin has given me: can I do better than employ 
them toward the maintenance of some virtuous bonzes ? 
It will be sowing them in a soil of blessings.” 


The next day, after breakfast, the father and son 
1] 
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got ready their luggage, and took leave of their host; 
they proceeded to the quay, hired a boat, and com- 
menced their journey. They had scarcely gone half 
a league, ere they came in sight of a scene of terrible 
excitement: the river was full of struggling pcople, 
whose cries rent the air. A bark, full of passengers, 
had just sunk, and the cries of the unfortunate crea- 
tures for help were heart-rending! ‘The people on the 
shore called loudly to several small boats which were 
near to come to the rescue. But the hard-hearted 
and selfish boatmen demanded that a good sum shonld 
be guaranteed them, before they would bestir them- 
selves. At this critical moment Lin-in’s boat came 
up. The moment he perceived what was going on, 
he said to himself, “It is a much more meritorious 
action to save the life of a man than to adorn the 
temples and support bonzes. Let us consecrate the 
twenty tiiels to this good work; let us succor these 
poor drowning souls.” He instantly proclaimed that 
he would give the twenty tiiels among those who would 
take the drowning men into their boats. 

At this offer all the boatmen crowded toward the 
scene of the disaster, and the river was, in a moment, 
covered with their boats; at the same time, some of 
the spectators on shore, who knew how to swim, threw 
themselves into the water, and, in a few moments, 
all were saved without exception. lLin-in then dis- 
tributed among the boatmen the promised reward.” 

The poor creatures, snatched from a watery grave, 
came in a body to return thanks to their preserver. 
One among them, having looked attentively at Lin-in, 
suddenly cried out,“ What! is that you, my eldest 
brother? By what good luck do I find you here?” 

Lin-in, turning toward him, recognized his youngest 
brother, Lin-tchin. Then, transported with joy, he 
exclaimed, clasping his hands, ‘ Oh, wonderful circum- 
stance! Heaven has sent me hither to save my brother’s 
life.” He instantly reached out lis hand to him, and 
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made him come into his boat, helped him off with his 
wet clothes, and gave him others. 

As soon as Lin-tchin had sufficiently recovered, he 
paid the respects due to an elder brother which good 
breeding demands from a younger, and Lin-in, having 
acknowledged his politeness, called Hi-eul, who was in 
the cabin, to come and salute his uncle: he then re- 
counted all his adventures, which threw Lin-tchin into 
a state of amazement, from which he was a long time 
in recovering. ‘ But tell me,’ said Lin-in, at length, 
“your motive in coming to this country.” 

“Tt is not possible,” replied Lin-tchin, “to tell you 
in a few words the reason of my travels. In the course 
of the three years which have elapsed since your de- 
parture from home, the melancholy news of your death 
from illness reached us. My second brother made 
every inquiry, and assured himself that the report was 
true. Itwas a thunderbolt for my sister-in-law: she was 
inconsolable, and put on the deepest mourning. For 
my part, I could not give credit to the report. After 
a few days had elapsed, my second brother tried all in 
his power to induce my sister-in-law to contract a fresh 
marriage. She, however, steadily rejected the proposal. 
At length she prevailed upon me to make a journey to 
Uhan-si, to ascertain upon the spot what had become 
oi you; and, when I least expected it, at the point of 
perishing in the water, the very person I was in search 
of, my well-beloved brother, has saved my life. Is not 
this: unexpected good fortune, a blessing from Heaven? 
But believe me, my brother, there is no time to be lost; 
make all possible haste to return home, and to put an 
end to my sister-in-law’s grief. The least delay may 
cause an irreparable misfortune.” 

Lin-in, overwhelmed at this news, sent for the cap- 
tain of the boat, and, although it was late, ordered 
him to set sail, and continue the voyage during the 
night. 

Whilst all these events were happening to Lin-in, 
Wang, his wife, was a prey to the most poignant grief. 
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A thousand circumstances led her to suspect that her 
husband was not dead; but Lin-pao, who by that re- 
ported death became the head of the family, so posi- 
tively assured her that it was true, that, at last, she had 
allowed herself to be persuaded into that belief, and 
had assumed the widow’s weeds. 

Lin-pao possessed a bad heart, and was capable of 
the most unworthy acts. ‘I have no doubt,” said he, 
“of my elder brothers death. My sister-in-law is 
young and handsome; she has, besides, no one to 
support her; I must force her to marry again, and 
I shall make money by this means.” 

He thereupon communicated his plan to Yang, his 
wife, and ordered her to employ some clever match- 
maker. But Wang resolutely rejected the proposal: 
she vowed that she would remain a widow, and honor 
the memory of her husband by her widowhood. Her 
brother-in-law, Lin-tchin, supported her in her reso- 
lution. Thus all the artifices which Lin-pao and his 
wife employed were useless; and, as every time they 
urged her on the subject it occurred to her that they 
had no positive proof of his death, ‘‘J am determined,” 
said she, at length, “to know the truth: these reports 
are often false; it is only on the very spot that certain 
information can be obtained. ‘True, the distance is 
nearly a hundred leagues. Still, I know that Lin- 
tchin is a good-hearted man; he will travel to the pro- 
vince of Chan-si to relieve my anxiety, and learn posi- 
tively if Iam so unfortunate as to have lost my hus- 
band; and, if I have, he will at least, bring me his 
precious remains.” 

Lin-tchin was asked to undertake the journey, and, 
without a moment’s hesitation departed. lis absence, 
however, only rendered Lin-pao more eager in the pur- 
suit of his project. To crown the whole, he had 
gambled very deeply, and having been a heavy loser, 
was at his wit’s end to know where to obtain money. 
In this state of embarrassment, he met with a merchant 
of Kiang-si, who had just lost his wife, and was looking 
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for another. lLin-pao seized upon the opportunity, and 
proposed his sister-in-law to him. The merchant ac- 
cepted the offer, taking care, however, to make secret 
inquiries whether the lady who was proposed to him 
was young and good-looking. As soon as he was satis- 
fied on these points, he lost no time, and paid down 
thirty tiiels to clinch the bargain. 

Lin-pao, having taken the money, said to the mer- 
chant, “I ought to warn you that my sister-in-law is 
proud and haughty. She will raise many objections 
to leaving the house, and you will have a great deal 
of trouble to force her to do it. Now, this will be 
your best plan for managing it. This evening, as soon 
as it gets dark, have a palanquin and good strong 
bearers in readiness ; come with as little noise as pos- 
sible, and present yourself at the door of the house. 
The young woman who will come to the door, attired 
in the head-dress of mourners, is my sister-in-law ; don’t 
say a word to her, and don’t listen to what she may 
say, but seize her at once, thrust her into your palan- 
quin, carry her to your boat, and set sail at once.” 
This plan met with the approbation of the merchant, 
and its execution appeared easy enough of accomplish- 
ment. 

In the mean time, Lin-pao returned home, and, in 
order to prevent his sister-in-law from suspecting any 
thing of the project he had planned, he assumed an 
air of the most perfect indifference, but as soon as she 
left the room he communicated his plans to his wife, 
and, alluding to his sister-in-law, in a contemptuous 
manner, said, ‘That two-legged piece of goods must 
leave this house to-night. However, not to be a witness 
of her tears and sighs, I shall go out beforehand, and, 
as it gets dark, a merchant of Kiang-si will come and 
take her away in a palanquin to his boat.” 

He would have continued the conversation, when he 
heard the footsteps of some person outside the window 
and went hurriedly away. In his haste he forgot to 
mention the circumstance of the mourning-dress. It 

11* 
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was doubtless an interposition of Providence that this 
circumstance was omitted. The lady Wang easily per- 
ceived that the noise she made outside the window had 
caused Lin-pao to break off the conversation suddenly. 
The tone of his voice plainly showed that he had some- 
thing more to say; but she had heard enough; for, 
having remarked by his manner that he had some 
secret to tell his wife when he entered the house, she 
had pretended to go away, but, listening at the window, 
had heard these words distinctly :—‘“‘ They will take her 
away and put her into a palanquin.” 

These words strongly fortified her suspicions. Her 
resolution was taken at once. She entered the room, 
and, approaching Yang, gave utterance to her anxiety. 
‘‘My sister-in-law,” said she, “you behold an unfor- 
tunate widow, who is bound to you by the strongest 
ties of a friendship which has been always sincere. By 
this long-standing friendship I conjure you to tell me 
candidly whether my brother-in-law still persists in his 
design of forcing me into a marriage that would cover 
me with disgrace.” 

At these words Yang at first appeared confused, and 
changed color; then, assuming a more confident ex- 
pression, ‘‘ What are you thinking of?” she asked, “and 
what fancies have you got into your head? If there 
were any intention of making you marry again, do you 
think there would be any difficulty? What is the good 
of throwing oneself into the water before the ship is 
really going to pieces?” 

The moment the lady Wang heard this allusion to the 
ship, she understood more clearly the meaning of the 
secret conference of her brother-in-law with his wife. 
She now suspected the worst, and gave vent to her 
lamentations and sighs; and, yielding to the current of 
her grief, she shut herself up in her room, where she 
wept, groaned, and bewailed her hard lot. ‘‘ Unfortu- 
nate wretch that I am!” cried she, “I do not know 
what has become of my husband. Lin-tchin, my 
brother-in-law and friend, upon whom alone I can rely, 
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is gone on a journey. My father, mother, and relations 
live far from hence. If this business is hurried on, 
how shall I be able to inform them of it? I can hope 
for no assistance from our neighbours. Lin-pao has 
made himself the terror of the whole district, and 
everybody knows him to be capable of the greatest vil- 
lany. Miserable creature that Iam! how can I escape 
his snares? If I do not fall into them to-day, it may be 
to-morrow, or, at any rate, in a very short time.” 

She fell to the ground half dead. Her fall, and the 
violence of her grief, made a great noise. The lady 
Yang, hearing the disturbance, hastened to her room, 
and, finding the door firmly fastened, concluded that it 
was a plan of her distracted sister-in-law to evade the 
scheme of the night: she therefore seized a bar which 
stood by and broke the door open. As she entered 
the room, the night being very dark, she caught her 
fect in the clothes of the lady Wang, and fell tumbling 
over her. In her fali she lost her head-dress, which 
flew to some distance, and the fright and fall brought 
on a faint, in which she remained for some time. When 
she recovered she got up, went for a light, and returned 
to the room, where she found the lady Wang stretched 
on the floor, without motion and almost without breath. 

At the moment she was going to procure other as- 
sistance, she heard a gentle knock at the door. She 
knew it must be the merchant of Kiang-si come to 
fetch the wife he had bought. She quickly ran to re- 
ceive him and bring him into the room, that he might 
himself be witness of what had occurred; but, remem- 
bering that she had no head-dress, and that she was 
unfit to present herself in that state, she hastily 
caught up the one she found at her feet, which was 
the lady Wang’s head-dress of mourning, and ran to 
the door. 

It was indeed the merchant of Kiang-si, who had 
come to fetch away his promised bride. He had a 
bridal palanquin, ornamented with silk flags, festoons, 
flowers, and several gay lanterns: it was surrounded 
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by servants bearing lighted torches, and by a troop of 
flute and hautboy players. The whole cortége was sta- 
tioned in the street in perfect silence. The merchant, 
having knocked gently and finding the door open, 
entered the house with some of those who bore torches 
to light him. 

Upon the lady Yang’s appearance, the merchant, 
who spied at a glance the mourning head-dress, which 
was the mark by which he was to distinguish his bride, 
flew upon her like a hungry kite upon a sparrow. 
His followers rushed in, carried off the lady, and shut 
her into the palanquin, which was all ready to receive 
her. It was in vain she endeavored to make herself 
heard, crying out, ‘‘ You are mistaken; it is not me you 
want.” The music struck up as she was forced into 
the palanquin, and drowned her voice, whilst the bearers 
flew rather than walked, and bore her to the boat. 

Whilst all this was taking place, the lady Wang had 
gradually revived and come to her senses. The great 
hubbub she heard at the door of the house renewed 
her fears, and occasioned her the most painful anxiety ; 
but as she found that the noise of music and the tumult 
of voices, which had arisen so suddenly, died gradually 
away in the distance, she regained her courage, and after 
a few minutes summoned up strength to go and inquire 
what was the matter. 

After calling her sister-in-law two or three times with- 
out effect, the truth began to dawn on her; and, after 
considering the matter carefully, she could only come to 
the conclusion that the merchant had made a mistake, 
and had carried off the wrong lady. But now a fresh 
cause of uneasiness arose: she dreaded the consequences 
when Lin-pao should return and be informed of the 
mistake. She shut herself up in her room, and, after 
picking up the head-pins, the ear-rings, and the head- 
dress, which were lying on the floor, threw herself, 
quite worn out with fatigue and anxiety, on her couch, 
and endeavored to get a little sleep; but she was hot 
able to close her eyes all night. 
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At daybreak she rose and bathed her face, and pro- 
ceeded to complete her toilet. As, however, she wag 
searching about for her mourning head-dress, some one 
began making a great noise at the room-door, knocking 
loudly and crying out, “Open the door instantly!” It 
was, in fact, Lin-pao himself. She recognised the voice 
at once. She made up her mind at once what to do: 
she let him go on knocking without answering him. 
He swore, stormed, and bawled, till he was hoarse. At 
length the lady Wang went to the door, and, standing 
behind it without opening it, asked, “ Who is knocking 
there, and making such a disturbance ?” Lin-pao, who 
recognised the voice of his sister-in-law, began to shout 
still louder; but, seeing that his storming had no effect, 
he had recourse to an expedient whiċh proved success- 
K Sister-in-law,” said he, “I have brought you good 
news! Lin-tchin, my youngest brother, has come back, 
and our eldest brother is in excellent health: open the 
door at once!” 

Overjoyed at this intelligence, the lady Wang ran to 
complete her toilet, and in her haste put on the black* 
head-dress that her sister-in-law. had left behind, and 
eagerly opened the door: but, alas! in vain did she look 
for her friend Lin-tchin ; no one was there but Lin-pao. 
He entered her room hurriedly and looked round, but, 
not seeing his wife, and perceiving a black head-dress 
on the head of his sister-in-law, his suspicions began to 
be excited in a strange manner. 

“Well, where is your sister-in-law?” he asked, 
roughly. 

“You ought to know better than I,” replied the lady 
Wang, “since you had the whole management of this 
admirable plot.” 

“But tell me,” returned Lin-pao, “why don’t you 
still wear a white head-dress? have you left off mourn- 
ing?” The lady Wang forthwith proceeded to relate to 
him all that had happened during his absence. 


* The Chinese mourning-color is white. 
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Just at this moment he caught sight through the 
window of four or five persons hurrying toward his house. 
To his utter astonishment, he perceived that they were 
his eldest brother Lin-in, his youngest brother Lin-tchin, 
his nephew Hi-eul, and two servants carring their lug- 
gage. Lin-pao, thunderstruck at this sight, and not 
having impudence enough to face them, ran off by the 
back-door, and disappeared like a flash of lightning. 

The lady Wang was transported with joy at her 
husband’s return. But who shall describe her ecstasies 
of joy when her son was presented to her? She could 
scarcely recognise him, so tall and handsome had he 
grown. “Oh,” cried she, “by what good fortune did 
you recover our dear child, whom I thought we had lost 
forever ?” 

Lin-in gave her in detail an account of his adventures ; 
and the lady Wang related at length all the indignities 
she had endured at the hands of Lin-pao, and the ex- 
tremities to which she had been reduced by his scan- 
dalous treatment. 

Lin-in lavished on his wife encomiums which indeed 
her fidelity deserved; after which, reflecting on the 
whole chain of events by which the present meeting 
had been brought about, he seemed deeply moved, and 
remarked, “ If a blind passion for wealth had caused me 
to keep the two hundred tiiels I found by accident, how 
should I have ever met with our dear child? If avarice 
had prevented me from employing the twenty tiiels in 
saving those drowning people, my dear brother would 
have perished in the waves, and I should never have 
seen him; if by an unlooked-for chance I had not met 
my kind-hearted brother, how should I have discovered 
the trouble and confusion that reigned in this house in 
time to prevent its disastrous consequences? But for 
all this, my beloved wife, we should never have seen 
each other again. I recognise the special interposition 
of Providence in bringing about all these things. As to 
my other brother, that unnatural brother, who has un- 
consciously sold his own wife, he has drawn upon him- 
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self his own terrible punishment. Heaven rewards men 
according to their deserts; let them not think to escape 
its judgments. 

“ Let us learn from this how profitable in the end, as 
well as good, it is to practise virtue; it is that alone 
which bestows lasting prosperity upon a house.” 

In due course of time Hi-eul brought home his bride, 
the daughter of Tchin. The marriage was celebrated 
with great rejoicings, and proved a happy one. They 
had several children, and lived to see a crowd of grand- 
children, several of whom became men of learning and 
acquired important positions in the state. 


Continuation of the Story of Prince Abalat and 
the Princess of Chinn, 


Tur prince applauded the narrative of the story-teller ; 
and, dinner being over, he prostrated himself a second 
time before the khan, and, after thanking him for his 
goodness, returned to the tent, where Elmaze and Timur- 
tasch were anxiously expecting him. “I bring you good 
news,” said he to them: “our fortune has changed al- 
ready.” He then related to them all that had passed. 
This fortunate event caused them the greatest pleasure : 
they regarded it as an infallible sign that the hardness 
of their destiny was beginning to soften. They willingly 
followed Khalaf, who conducted them to the royal tent 
and presented them to the khan. This prince received 
them with courtesy, and renewed to them the promise 
he had given to their son; and he did not fail to keep 
his word. He appointed them a private tent, caused 
them to be waited on by the slaves and officers of his 
household, and ordered them to be treated with the 
same respect as himself. 

The next day Khalaf was arrayed in a rich dress; he 
received from the hand of Almguer himself a sabre 
with a diamond hilt and a purse full of gold sequins ; 
they then brought him a beautiful Turcoman horse. 
He mounted before all the court; and, to show that he 
understood the management of a horse, he made him go 
through all his paces and evolutions in a manner that 
charmed the prince and all his courtiers. 

After having thanked the khan for all his benefits, he 
took his leave. He then sought Elmaze and Timurtasch, 
and, after some time spent in desultory conversation, 
proceeded to unfold to them a scheme which for some 
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days past had been agitating his mind. “I havea great 
desire,” said he, “to see the great kingdom of China ; 
give me permission io gratify that wish. I have a 
presentiment that I shall signalize myself by some 
splendid action, and that I shall gain the friendship of 
the monarch who holds that vast empire under his 
sway. Suffer me to leave you in this asylum, where 
you are in perfect safety, and where you can want for 
nothing. Iam following an impulse which inspires me, 
or, rather, I am yielding myself to the guidance of 
Heaven.” 

‘“Go, my son,” replied Timurtasch; “yield to the 
noble impulse which animates you; hasten to the for- 
tune that awaits you. Accelerate by your valor the 
arrival of that tardy prosperity which must one day 
succeed our misfortunes, or by a glorious death de- 
serve an illustrious place in the history of unfortunate 
princes.” 

The young Prince of the Nagiis, after having em- 
braced his father and mother, mounted upon his beau- 
tiful charger, took a respectful leave of the khan, re- 
ceived from the hand of the Princess Elmaze, who came 
out of her tent for the purpose, the parting cup, and set 
out on his journey. Historians do not mention that he 
encountered any thing worthy of notice on his route: 
they only say that, having arrived at the great city 
Canbalac, otherwise Pekin, he dismounted at a house 
near the gate, where a worthy woman, a widow, lived. 
Khalaf reined up his horse here, and, on the widow 
presenting herself at the door, he saluted her and said,— 

“My good mother, would you kindly receive a 
stranger? If you could give mea lodging in your house, 
I can venture to say that you will have no cause to 
regret it.’ The widow scrutinized him; and, judging 
from his good looks, as well as from his dress, that he 
was no mean guest, she made him a low bow, and re- 
plied, ‘‘ Young stranger of noble bearing, my house is at 
your service, and all that it contains.” 

‘“ Have you also a place where I can put my horse?” 

12 
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“ Yes,” said she, “I have,” and called a young slave, 
who took the horse by the bridle and led him intoa 
small stable behind the house. Khalaf, who felt very 
hungry, then asked her if she would kindly send and 
buy something for him in the market. The widow 
replied that she had a maiden who lived with her, and 
who would execute his orders. The prince then drew 
from his purse a sequin of gold and placed it in the 
girl’s hand, who went off to the market. 

In the mean time, the widow had enough to do to 
answer the inquiries of Khalaf. He asked her a thou- 
sand questions: what were the customs of the inhabitants 
of the city? how many families Pekin was said to con- 
tain? and at length the conversation fell upon the King 
of China. 

“Tell me, I pray you,” said Khalaf, “what is the 
character this prince bears. Is he generous? and do you 
think that he would pay any regard to a young stranger 
who might offer to serve him against his enemies? In 
a word, is he a man to whose interests I could worthily 
attach myself?” 

‘“‘ Doubtless,” replied the widow: ‘‘he is an excellent 
prince, who loves his subjects as much as he is beloved 
by them, and I am surprised that you have never heard 
of our good king, Altoun-Khan, for the fame of his 
justice and liberality is spread far and wide.” 

“From the favorable picture you draw of him,” re- 
plied the Prince of the Nagiiis, ‘‘ I should imagine that 
he ought to be the happiest and most prosperous mon- 
arch in the world.” 

“He is not so, however,” replied the widow: ‘indeed, 
he may be said to be the most wretched. In the first 
place, he has no prince to succeed him on his throne; a 
male heir is denied him, notwithstanding all the prayers 
of himself and his subjects, and all the good deeds he 
performs to that end. But I must tell-you, the grief of 
having no son is not his greatest trouble: what prin- 
cipally disturbs the peace of his life is the Princess 
Tourandocte, his only daughter.” 
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“How is it,” replied Khalaf, “that she is such a 
source of grief to him?” 

“I will tell you,” replied the widow; ‘and, indeed, 
I can speak upon the subject from the very best author- 
ity; for my daughter has often told me the story ; and 
she has the honor of being among the attendants on 
the princess. 

‘The Princess Tourandocte,” continued the hostess 
of the Prince of .the Nagiiis, “is tn her nineteenth 
year: she is so beautiful, that the artists to whom she 
has sat for her portrait, although the most expert in 
the East, have all confessed that they were ashamed 
of their efforts, and that the most able painter in the 
world, and the best skilled in delineating the charms 
of a beautiful face, could not express those of the 
Princess of China: nevertheless, the different portraits 
which have been taken of her, although infinitely in- 
ferior to the original, have produced the most disastrous 
consequences. 

“She combines with her ravishing beauty a mind so 
cultivated, that she not only understands all that is 
usual for persons in her station to know, but is mis- 
tress of sciences suited only for the other sex. She 
can trace the various characters of several languages ; 
she is acquainted with arithmetic, geography, philo- 
sophy, mathematics, law, and, above all, theology; she 
knows the laws and moral philosophy of our great 
legislator, Berginghuzin; in fact, is as learned as all 
the wise men put together. But her good qualities 
are effaced by a hardness of heart without parallel, 
and all her accomplishments are tarnished by detest- 
àble cruelty. 

“It is now two years ago since the King of Thibet 
sent to ask her in marriage for his son, who had fallen 
in love with her from a portrait he had seen. Altoun- 
Khan, delighted with the prospect of this alliance, 
proposed it to Tourandocte. The haughty princess, 
to whom all men appeared despicable, so vain had her 
beauty rendered her, rejected the proposal with dis- 
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dain. The king flew into a violent rage with her, and 
declared that he would be obeyed; but, instead of 
submitting dutifully to the wishes of her father, she 
burst into bitter lamentations, because he showed a 
disposition to force her to comply; she grieved im- 
moderately, as though it were intended to inflict a 
great injury upon her: in fact, she took it so much to 
heart that she fell seriously ill. The physicians, who 
soon discovered the secret of her complaint, told the 
king that all their remedies were useless, and that the 
princess would certainly lose her life if he persisted 
in his resolution to make her espouse the Prince of 
Thibet. 

“The king then, who loves his daughter to distrac- 
tion, alarmed at the danger she was in, went to see her, 
and assured her that he would send back the ambas- 
sador with a refusal. ‘That is not enough, my lord,’ 
replied the princess: ‘I am resolved to die, except you 
grant what Task you. Ifyou wish me to live, you must 
bind yourself by an inviolable oath never to try to in- 
fluence my wishes in this matter, and to publish a 
decree declaring that of all the princes who may seek 
my hand, none shall be allowed to espouse me who 
shall not previously have replied, without hesitation, 
to the questions which I shall put to him before all. 
the learned men in this city; that, if his answers prove 
satisfactory, I will consent to his becoming my husband, 
but, if the reverse, that he shall lose his head in the 
court-yard of your palace. 

“< By this edict, added she, ‘of which all the foreign 
princes who may arrive at Pekin shall be informed, you 
will extinguish all desire of asking me in marriage ; and’ 
that is exactly what I wish, for I hate men, and do not 
wish to be married.’ 

“< But, my child,’ said the king, ‘if by chance some 
one should present himself and reply to your ques- 
tions ?” 

“<Ha! I do not fear that, she said, quickly, inter- 
rupting him: ‘I can put questions which would puzzle 
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the most learned doctors. I am willing to run that 
risk,’ 

“Altoun-Khan pondered over what the princess de- 
manded of him. ‘I see clearly,’ thought he, ‘that 
my daughter does not wish to marry, and the effect 
of this edict will be to frighten away all lovers. I run 
no risk, therefore, in yielding to her fancies. No evil 
ean come of it. What prince would be mad enough to 
face such danger ?’ 

“At length the king, persuaded that this edict would 
not be followed by any bad results, and that the re- 
covery of his daughter entirely depended upon it, 
caused it to be published, and swore upon the laws 
of Berginghuzin to see that 1t was observed to the letter. 
Tourandocte, reassured by this oath, which she knew 
her father dare not violate, regained her strength, and 
was soon restored to perfect health. 

“In spite of the decree, the fame of her beauty at- 
tracted several young princes to Pekin. It was in vain 
that they were informed of the nature of the edict; and 
as everybody, but particularly a young prince, enter- 
tains a good opinion of himself, they had the hardihood 
to present themselves to reply to the questions of the 
princess, and, not being able to fathom her deep mean- 
ing, they perished miserably one after another. 

' “The king, to do him justice, appears deeply afflicted 
with their sad fate. He repents of having made the 
oath which binds him; and, however tenderly he may 
love his daughter, he would now almost rather he had 
let her die than have saved her hfe at such a price. 
He does all in his power to prevent these evils. When 
a lover whom the decree cannot restrain comes to de- 
mand the hand of the princess, he strives to deter 
him from his purpose; and he never consents, but 
with the deepest regret, to his exposing himself to 
the chance of losing his life. But it generally hap- 
pens that he is unable to dissuade these rash young 
men. They are infatuated with Tourandocte, and the 
12% 
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hope of possessing her blinds them to the difficulty of 
obtaining her. 

“But if the king shows so much grief at the ruin 
of the unfortunate princes, it is not the case with his 
barbarous daughter. She takes a pride in these spec- 
tacles of blood with which her beauty periodically fur- 
nishes the Chinese. So great is her vanity, that she 
considers the most accomplished prince not only un- 
worthy of her, but most insolent in daring to raise 
his thoughts toward her, and she looks upon his death 
as a just chastisement for his temerity. 

“ But, what is still more deplorable, Heaven is per- 
petually permitting princes to come and sacrifice them- 
selves to this inhuman princess. Only the other day, 
a prince, who flattered himself that he had knowledge 
enough to reply to her questions, lost his life; and this 
very night another is to dic, who, unfortunately, came 
to the court of China with the same hopes.” 

‘Khalaf was deeply attentive to the widow’s story. 

“I cannot understand,” said he, after she had ceased 
speaking, “ how any princes can be found sufficiently 
devoid of judgment to come and ask the hand of the 
Princess of China. What man would not be terrified 
at the condition without which he cannot hope to ob- 
tain her? Besides, despite what the artists may say who 
have painted her portrait,—although they may affirm 
that their productions are but an imperfect image of 
her beauty,—my firm belief is that they have added 
charms, and that their portraits exaggerate her beauty, 
since they have produced such powerful effects. In- 
deed, I cannot think that Tourandocte is so beautiful 
as you say.” 

“ Sir,” replied the widow, “she is more lovely by far 
than I have described her to you; and you may believe 
me, for I have seen her several times when I have gone 
to the harem to visit my daughter. Draw upon your 
fancy as you please, collect in your imagination all that 
can possibly be brought together in order to constitute 
a perfect beauty, and be assured that even then you 
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would not have pictured to yourself an object which 
could approach the perfections of the princess.” 

The Prince of the Nagiiis could not credit the story 
of the widow, so overdrawn did he consider it: he felt, 
nevertheless, a secret pleasure for which he could not 
account. ‘ But, my mother,”’ said he, “are the questions 
which the king’s daughter proposes so difficult of so- 
lution that it is impossible to reply to them to the satis- 
faction of the lawyers who are judges? For my part, I 
cannot help thinking that the princes who were not 
able to penetrate the meaning of her questions must 
have been persons of very little ingenuity, if not abso- 
lutely ignorant.” 

‘No, no!” replied the widow. “There is no enigma 
more obscure than the questions of the princess, and it 
is almost impossible to reply to them.” 

‘Whilst they were conversing thus of Tourandocte and 
her lovers, the girl arrived from the market loaded with 
provisions. Khalaf sat down to a table which the widow 
had prepared, and ate like a man famishing with hunger. 
Whilst thus engaged, the night drew on, and they heard 
shortly in the town the gong of justice. The prince 
asked what the noise meant. “It is to give notice to 
the people,” replied the widow, “that some person is 
going to be executed; and the unfortunate victim about 
to be immolated is the prince of whom I told you, and 
who is to be executed to-night for not being able to 
answer the princess’s questions. It is customary to 
punish the guilty during the day, but this is an ex- 
ceptional case. The king, who in his heart abhors the 
punishment which he causes to be inflicted upon the 
lovers of his daughter, will not suffer the sun to be 
witness of such a éruel action.” 

The son of Timurtasch had a wish to see this exe- 
cution, the cause of which appeared so singular to him. 
He went out of the house, and, meeting a crowd of 
Chinese in the street animated by the same curiosity, he 
mixed with them, and went to the court-yard of the 
palace, where the tragic scene was to be enacted. He 
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beheld in the middle of the yard a schebt-cheraghe, —in 
other words, a very high wooden tower,—the outside of 
which, from the top to the bottom, was covered with 
branches of cypress, among which a prodigious quantity 
of lamps, tastefully arranged, spread a brilliant light 
around, and illuminated the whole court-yard. Fifteen 
cubits from the tower a scaffold was raised, covered with 
white satin, and around the scaffold were arranged 
several pavilions of taffetas of the same color open 
toward the scaffold. Behind these two thousand soldiers 
of the guard of Altoun-Khan were stationed, with 
drawn swords and axes in their hands, forming a double 
rank, which served as a barrier against the people. 
Khalaf was looking with deep attention at all that 
presented itself to his view, when suddenly the mourn- 
ful ceremony commenced. It was ushered in by a con- 
fused noise of drums and bells, which proceeded from 
the town, and could be heard ata great distance. At 
the same moment twenty mandarins and as many judges, 
all dressed in long robes of white woollen cloth, emerged 
from the palace, advanced toward the scaffold, and, after 
walking three times around it, took their places under 
the pavilions. 

Next came the victim, crowned with flowers inter- 
woven with cypress-leaves, and with a blue fillet round 
his head,—not a red one, such as criminals condemned 
by justice wear. He was a young prince, who had 
scarcely reached his eighteenth year: he was accom- 
panied by a mandarin leading him by the hand, and 
followed by the executioner. The three ascended the 
scaffold: instantly the noise of the drums and bells 
ceased. The mandarin then addressed the prince in 
a tone so loud that he was heard by nearly the whole 
concourse of people. ‘ Prince,” said he, ‘is it not true 
that you were apprized of the terms of the king’s edict 
before you presented yourself to ask the princess in 
marriage? Is it not also true that the king himself 
used all his endeavors to dissuade you from your rash 
resolution ?” The prince having replied in the affirma- 
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tive, ‘‘ Acknowledge, then,’ continued the mandarin, 
“that it is by your own fault that you lose your life to- 
day, and that the king and princess are not guilty of 
your death.” 

“I pardon them,” returned the prince: “I impute 
my death to myself alone, and I pray Heaven not to 
require of them my blood which is about to be shed.” 

He had scarcely finished these words, when the exe- 
cutioner swept off his head with one stroke of the sword. 
The air instantly resounded with the noise of the drums 
and the bells. Then twelve mandarins took up the 
body, laid it in a coffin of ivory and ebony, and placed 
it upon a litter, which six of them bore away upon their 
shoulders into the gardens of Serail. Here they depo- 
sited it under a dome of white marble, which the king 
had ordered to be erected purposely to be the resting- 
place of all those unfortunate princes who should share 
the same fate. He often retired there to weep upon the 
tombs of those who were buried within it, and tried, by 
honoring their ashes with his tears, in some measure to 
atone for the barbarity of his child. As soon as the 
mandarins had carried away the body of the prince who 
had just suffered, the people and all the councillors re- 
tired to their homes, blaming the king for having had 
the imprudence to sanction such barbarity by an oath 
that he could not break. Khalaf remained in the court- 
yard of the palace in a state of bewilderment. He no- 
ticed a man near him weeping bitterly: he guessed that 
it was some person who was deeply interested in the 
execution that had just taken place, and, wishing to 
know more about it, addressed him in these words :— 

“Iam deeply moved,” said he, “by the lively grief 
you exhibit, and I sympathize in your troubles, for I 
cannot doubt that you were intimately acquainted with 
the prince who has just suffered.” 

“ Ah, sir,” replied the mourner, with a fresh outburst 
of grief, “ I ought indeed to know him, for I was his 
tutor. © unhappy King of Samarcand!” added he, 
“what will be thy grief when thou shalt be told of the 
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extraordinary death of thy son! and who shall dare to 
carry thee the news?” 

Khalaf asked by what means the Prince of Samarcand 
had become enamored of the Princess of China. “I 
will tell you,” replied the tutor: “and you will doubt- 
less be astonished at the recital I am about to make. 
The Prince of Samarcand,”’ pursued he, “lived happily 
at his father’s court. The court looked upon him as a 
prince who would one day be their sovercign, and they 
studied to please him as much as the king himself. He 
usually passed the day in hunting and playing at ball, 
and at night he assembled secretly in his apartments 
the distinguished youth of the court, with whom he 
drank all sorts of liquors. He sometimes amused him- 
self by seeing the beautiful slaves dance, or by listening 
to music and singing. In a word, his life was passed in 
a constant round of pleasure. 

“ One daya famous painter arrived at Samarcand with 
several portraits of princesses which he had painted in 
the different courts through which he had passed. He 
showed them to my prince, who, looking at the first he 
presented, said, ‘These are very beautiful pictures: I 
ain certain that the originals are under a deep obligation 
to you.’ 

‘«¢ My lord,’ replied the artist, ‘I confess that in these 
portraits I have somewhat flattered the sitters; but I 
crave permission to tell you that I have one far more 
beautiful than these, which does not approach the 
original.’ Saying this, he drew from the case which 
contained his portraits that of the Princess of China. 

“Scarcely had my master looked at it, when, not con- 
ceiving that nature was capable of producing so perfect 
a beauty, he exclaimed that there was not in the world 
a woman of such exquisite loveliness, and that the 
portrait of the Princess of China was more flattering 
than the others. The artist protested that it was not, 
and assured him that no pencil could convey an idea 
of the grace and beauty which shone in the countenance 
of the Princess Tourandocte. Upon this assurance my 
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master bought the portrait, which made so deep an 
impression on him, that, leaving the court of his father, 
he quitted Samarcand, accompanied by me alone, and, 
without informing any one of his intentions, took the 
road for China, and came to this city. He volunteered 
to serve Altoun-Khan against his enemies, and asked 
the hand of his daughter the princess. We were 
apprized of the severe edict connected with the pro- 
posal; but alas! my prince, instead of being dismayed 
by the severity of the conditions, conceived the liveliest 
joy. ‘Iwill go,’ said he, ‘and present myself to answer 
the questions of Tourandocte: I am not deficient in 
talent or ready wit, and I shall obtain the hand of the 
princess.’ 

“It is needless to tell you the rest, sir,’ continued 
the tutor, sobbing: ‘‘you may judge by the mournful 
spectacle you have beheld that the unfortunate Prince 
of Samarcand was unable to answer, as he hoped, the 
fatal questions of this barbarous beauty, whose delight 
is to shed blood, and who has already been the means 
of sacrificing the lives of several kings’ sons. A few 
moments before his death he gave me the portrait of 
this cruel princess. ‘I intrust,’ said he, ‘this portrait 
to thee; guard carefully the precious deposit. Thou 
hast but to show it to my father when thou informest 
him of my sad fate, and I doubt not that when he be- 
holds so beautiful a face he will pardon my temerity.’ 
But,” added the old man, ‘‘let any one else who pleases 
carry the sad news to the king his father; for my part, 
borne down by the weight of my affliction, I will go far 
from hence and Samarcand, and mourn for my beloved 
charge. This is what you wished to know; and here is 
the dangerous portrait,’ pursued he, taking it from 
beneath his cloak and throwing it on the ground ina 
paroxysm of rage; “behold the cause of the sad fate of 
my prince. O execrable portrait! why had my master 
not my eyes when he took thee into his hands? O in- 
human princess! may all the princes of the earth 
entertain for thee the same sentiments as those with 
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which thou hast inspired me! Instead of being the 
object of their love, thou wouldst then be their aver- 
sion.” Saying this, the tutor of the Prince of Samar- 
cand retired full of rage, regarding the palace with a 
furious eye, and without speaking another word to the 
son of Timurtasch. The latter quickly picked up the 
portrait of Tourandocte, and turned to retrace his steps 
to the house of the widow; but he missed his way in 
the darkness, and wandered heedlessly out of the city. 
He impatiently awaited the daylight to enable him to 
contemplate the beauty of the Princess of China. As 
soon as the approach of dawn furnished him with sufti- 
cient light to satisfy his curiosity, he opened the case 
which contained the portrait. 

Still, he hesitated before he looked at it. ‘‘ What 
am I about to do?” cried he. “Ought I to disclose to 
my eyes so dangerous an object? Think, Khalaf, think 
of the direful effects it has caused: hast thou already 
forgotten what the tutor of the Prince of Samarcand 
has just narrated to thee? Look not on this portrait: 
resist the impulse which urges thee; it is nothing more 
than a feeling of idle curiosity. Whilst thou retainest 
thy reason thou canst prevent thy destruction. But 
what do I say? prevent,” added he, checking himself: 
“with what false reasoning does my timid prudence 
inspire me! If I am to love the princess, is not my love 
already written in indelible characters in the book of 
fate? Besides, I think that it is possible to-look upon 
the most beautiful portrait with impunity: one must be 
weak, indeed, to be influenced by the sight of a vain 
array of colors. Never fear: let us scan these surpassing 
and murderous features without emotion. I will even 
find defects, and taste the pleasure of criticizing the 
charms of this too beautiful princess; and I could wish, 
in order to mortify her vanity, that she might learn that 
I have looked upon her portrait without emotion.” 

The son of Timurtasch had fully made up his mind 
to look upon the portrait of Tourandocte with an indif- 
ferent eye. He now casts his eyes on it: he regards it 
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attentively, examines it, admires the contour of the 
countenance, the regularity of the features, the vivacity 
of the eyes; the mouth, the nose, all appear perfect: he 
is surprised at so rare a combination of perfect features, 
and, although still on his guard, he allows himself to 
be charmed. An inconceivable uneasiness takes posses- 
sion of him in spite of himself; he can no longer under- 
stand his feelings. ‘‘ What fire,” said he, “has suddenly 
kindled itself in my bosom! What tumult has this 
portrait produced in my thoughts! Merciful Heaven! 
is it the lot of all those who look upon this portrait to 
become enamored of this inhuman princess? Alas! I 
feel but too surely that she has made the same impres- 
sion upon me as she did upon the unhappy Prince of 
Samarcand: I yield to the charms that wounded him, 
and, far from being terrified by his melancholy fate, I 
could almost envy his very misfortune. What a change, 
gracious Heaven! I could not conceive, a short time 
ago, how one could be mad enough to despise the 
severity of the edict, and now I see nothing that fright- 
ens me: all the danger has vanished. 

“No! incomparable princess,” pursued he, devouring 
the portrait with an enamored gaze, ‘“‘no obstacle can 
stopme. Iloveyou spite of your barbarity ; and, since it 
is permitted to me to aspire to your possession, from this 
day I will strive to win you: if I perish in the bold 
attempt, I shall only feel in dying the grief of not being 
able to possess you.” 

Khalaf, having formed the resolve of demanding the 
hand of the princess, returned to the widow’s house,— 
à journey which cost him no little trouble, for he had 
rambled to some considerable distance during the night. 
“Ah, my son,” exclaimed his hostess, as soon as she 
beheld him, “I am so glad to see you! Iwas very uneasy 
about you: I feared some accident had befallen you. 
Why did you not return earlier ?” 

“My good mother,” replied he, “Iam sorry to have 
caused you any uneasiness. I missed my way in the 
pralina.” He then related to her how he had met 
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the tutor of the prince whom they had put to death, 
and did not fail to repeat to her all that he had told 
him. Then, showing her the portrait of Tourandocte, 
“Tell me,” said he, “if this portrait is only an im- 
perfect likeness of the Princess of China: for my part, 
I cannot conceive that it is not equal to the original.” 

‘‘By the soul of the prophet Jacmouny,” cried the 
widow, after she had examined the portrait, “the 
princess is a thousand times more beautiful and in- 
finitely more charming than she is here represented. 
I wish you could see her: you would be of my opinion, 
—that all the artists in the world who should undertake 
to paint her as she really is could never succeed. I will 
not even make an exception in favor of the famous 
Many.” 

“ You delight me above measure,” replied the Prince 
of the Nagiiis, “by assuring me that the beauty of 
Tourandocte surpasses all the efforts of the artist’s 
power. How ‘flattering the assurance! It strengthens 
me in my determmation, and incites me to attempt at 
once the brilliant adventure. Oh that I were before 
the princess! JI burn with impatience to try whether 
I shall be more fortunate than the Prince of Samar- 
cand.” 

“What do you say, my son?” eagerly asked the 
widow; “what enterprise are you so rashly planning? 
And do you seriously think of carrying it into effect?” 

“ Yes, my good mother,” returned Khalaf, “I intend 
this very day to present myself to answer the questions 
of the princess. I came to China only with the in- 
tention of offering my services to the great king, Al- 
toun-Khan, but it is better to be his son-in-law than an 
officer in his army.” 

At these words the widow burst into tears. “Ah, 
sir, in the name of Heaven, do not persist in so rash 
a resolution : you will certainly perish if you are bold 
enough to aspire to the hand of the princess. Instead 
of allowing her beauty to charm you, let it be the 
object of your detestation, since it has been the cause 
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of so many frightful tragedies; picture to yourself 
what the grief of your parents will be when they 
hear of your death; let the thoughts of the mortal 
grief into which you will plunge them deter you.” 

“For pity’s sake, my mother,” interrupted the son 
of Timurtasch, ‘“‘cease to present to my mind such 
affecting images. I cannot be ignorant that, if it be 
my destiny to die this day, my sad end will be a 
source of bitter and inexhaustible grief to my beloved 
parents; nay, I can conceive their misery being so 
excessive as to endanger their own lives, for well do I 
know their extreme affection for me. Notwithstanding 
all this, however, notwithstanding the gratitude with 
which their love ought to inspire and, indeed, does 
inspire me, I must yield to the passion that consumes 
me. But what! Is it not in hopes of making them 
more happy that I am about to expose my life? Yes, 
doubtless, their interest is bound up with the desire 
that urges me on, and I feel sure that if my father 
were here, far from opposing my design, he would 
rather excite me to its speedy execution. My resolu- 
tion is taken. Waste no more time in trying to dis- 
suade me: nothing shall shake my determination.” 

When the widow found that her young guest would 
not heed her advice, her grief increased. ‘So it must 
be, then, sir?” continued she: “you will not be re- 
strained from rushing headlong on your destruction. 
Why was it ordained that you should come to lodge in 
- my house? why did I speak of Tourandocte? You be- 
came enamored of her. from the description I gave of 
her. Wretched woman that I am! it is I who have 
caused your ruin: why must I reproach myself with 
your death ?” 

“ No, my good mother,” said the Prince of the Nagitis, 
interrupting her a second time, ‘‘ you are not the cause 
of my misfortune: do not blame yourself because I love 
the princess; [am to love her, and do but fulfil my 
destiny. Besides, how do you know that I shall not 
be able to reply to her questions? Iam not without 
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understanding, and I have studied much; and Heaven 
may have reserved for me the honor of delivering the 
King of China from the grief with which his frightful 
oath overwhelms him. But,” added he, drawing out 
the purse which the Khan of Berlas had given him, 
and which still contained a considerable quantity of 
gold-pieces, ‘as my success is after all uncertain, and 
I may chance to die, I make you a present of this purse 
to console you for my death. You may sell my horse 
and keep the money, for it will be of no more use to me, 
whether the daughter of Altoun-Khan become the re- 
ward of my boldness, or my death be the mournful for- 
feit of my audacity.” 

The widow took the purse from Khalaf, saying, “O 
my son, you are much mistaken if you imagine that 
these pieces of gold will console me for your loss. I 
will employ them in good works. I will distribute a 
portion among the poor in the hospitals, who bear their 
afflictions with patience, and whose prayers are con- 
sequently acceptable to Heaven; the remainder I will 
give to the ministers of our religion, that they all may 
pray together that Heaven may inspire you and not 
suffer you to perish. Al the favor I ask you is, not 
to go to-day and present yourself to answer the ques- 
tions of Tourandocte: wait till to-morrow ; the time 
is not long: grant me that interval to enlist the hearts 
of the pious in your behalf and propitiate our Prophet 
in your favor. After that you can do as you think best. 
I pray you to grant me that favor: Iam bold to say 
that you owe it to one who has conceived so great a 
friendship for you, that she would be inconsolable if 
you were to die.” 

Indeed, Khalaf’s appearance had made a favorable 
impression upon her, for, besides being one of the 
handsomest princes in the world, his manners were 
so easy and pleasing that it was impossible to see 
him without loving him. He was moved by the grief 
and affection the good lady exhibited. ‘‘ Well, my 
mother,” said he, “Iwill do as you desire me; and I 
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will not go to-day to ask the hand of the princess: but, 
to speak my sentiments frankly, I don’t believe that 
even your prophet Jacmouny will be able to make me 
forego my determination.” 

The following morning, the prince appeared more 
determined than ever to demand Tourandocte. ‘Adieu, 
my good mother,” said he to the widow. ‘I am sorry 
that you have given yourself so much trouble on my 
account; you might have spared it, for I assured you 
yesterday that I should be of the same mind.” With 
these words, he left the widow, who, giving herself up 
to the deepest sorrow, covered her face with her veil, 
and sat with her head on her knees, overwhelmed 
with indescribable grief. 

The young Prince of the Nagiis, perfumed with rare 
scents, and more beautiful than the moon, repaired to 
the palace. He found at the gate five elephants, and, 
on each side, a line of two thousand soldiers, with 
helmets on their heads, armed with shields and covered 
with plate-armor. One of the principal officers in com- 
mand of the troops, judging from Khalaf’s air that he 
was a stranger, stopped him, and demanded his business 
at the palace. 

“Iam a foreign prince,” replied the son of Timur- 
tasch. “Iam come to present myself to the king and 
pray him to grant me permission to reply to the ques- 
tions of the princess his daughter.” 

The officer, at these words, regarding him with asto- 
nishment, said to him, “ Prince, do you know that you 
come to seek death? ‘You would have done more wisely 
to have remained in your own country than form the 
design which brings you hither. Retrace your steps, 
and do not flatter yourself with the deceitful hope that 
you will obtain the hand of the cruel Tourandocte. 
Although you may have studied until you have become 
more learned in science than all the mandarins, you 
will never be able to fathom the meaning of her am- 
biguous questions.” 
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“Accept my heartfelt thanks,” replied Khalaf; “but, 
believe me, I am not come thus far to retreat.” 

“Go on to your eertain death, then,” returned the 
officer, in a tone of chagrin, “since it is impossible 
to restrain you.” At the same moment he allowed 
him to enter the palace, and then, turning toward 
some other officers who had been listening to their 
conversation, he said, ‘“‘ How handsome and well-grown 
this young prince is! It is a pity he should die so 
early.” 

Khalaf traversed several saloons, and at length found 
himself in the hall where the king was accustomed to 
give audience to his people. In it was placed the steel 
throne of Cathay, made in the form of a dragon, three 
cubits high; four lofty columns, of the same material, 
supported above it a vast canopy of yellow satin, orna- 
mented with precious stones. Altoun-Khan, dressed in 
a caftan of gold brocade upon a crimson ground, was 
seated on his throtie, with an air of gravity which was 
in admirable keeping with his long mustache and 
ample beard. The monarch, after listening to some 
of his subjects, cast his eyes by chance to where the 
Prince of the Nagiiis stood among the crowd: he saw 
at once, by his noble bearing and splendid dress, that 
he was not a man of common birth; he pointed out 
Khalaf to one of his mandarins, and gave an order, in 
an undertone, to learn his rank, and the reason of his 
visit to his court. 

The mandarin approached the son of Timurtasch, 
and told him that the king desired to know who he 
was, and whether he wished to make any request of the 
king. “ You may tell the king, your master,” replied 
the prince, “that I am the only son of a king, and that 
I am come to endeavor to merit the honor of becoming 
his son-in-law.” 

Altoun-Khan no sooner learned the reply of the 
Prince of the Nagiiis, than he changed color: his august 
countenance became pale as death; he broke up the 
audience, and dismissed all the people; he then de- 
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scended from his throne, and, approaching Khalaf, 
“Rash young man,” said he, “are you aware of the 
severity of my edict, and of the miserable fate of those 
who have hitherto persisted in their desire to obtain the 
hand of the princess my daughter ?” 

“Yes, my lord,” replied the son of Timurtasch, ‘I 
know all the danger I incur; my eyes have witnessed 
the just and severe punishment your majesty inflicted 
upon the Prince of Samarcand: but the deplorable end 
of the audacious youths who. have flattered themselves 
with the sweet, though vain, hope of possessing the 
Princess Tourandocte, only stimulates the desire I have 
of deserving her.” 

‘‘What madness!” rejoined the king; “scarcely has 
one prince lost his life, than another presents himself 
to share the same fate; it appears as though they took 
a pleasure in sacrificing themselves. What blindness! 
Reconsider the step you are taking, and be less prodigal 
of your blood: you inspire me with more pity than any 
who have hitherto come to seek their destruction ; I feel 
a growing inclination toward you, and wish to do all in 
my power to hinder you from perishing. Return to 
your father’s kingdom, and do not inflict upon him the 
pain of learning from strangers’ lips the sad intelligence 
that he will never more behold his only son.” 

“ My lord,” replied Khalaf, “I am overjoyed to hear, 
from your majesty’s own lips, that I have the honor of 
pleasing you: I dråw a happy presage from it. It may 
be that Heaven, touched by the misfortunes caused by 
the beauty of the princess, will use me as a means of 
putting an end to them, and securing you, at the same 
time, tranquillity for the remainder of your life, which 
the necessity of authorizing these cruel deeds disturbs. 
Can you be sure that I shall not be able to answer the 
questions that may be put to me? What certainty have 
you that I shall perish? If others have been unable to 
fathom the depths of the obscure propositions of Touran- 
docte, is it to be concluded that I cannot penetrate 
their meaning? No, my lord, their example shall never 
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make me renounce the brillant honor of having you for 
a father-in-law.” 

“Ah, unhappy prince,” replied the king, melting 
into tears, “you wish to die: all the princes who have 
presented themselves before you, to answer the fatal 
questions put by my daughter, used the same language; 
they all hoped that they could penetrate her meaning, 
and not one was able to do so. Alas! you will be the 
dupe of your own confidence. Once more, my son, let me 
dissuade you. I love you, and wish to save you: do not 
frustrate my good intentions by your obstinacy; what- 
ever confidence you may feel, distrust 1t. You deceive 
yourself, if you imagine that you will be able to answer 
upon the spot what the princess may propose to you. 
You will, it is true, have seven minutes to answer in: 
that is the rule. But if in that time you do not give a 
satisfactory reply, and one that shall be approved of by 
all the doctors and wise men who are appointed the 
judges, that moment you will be declared worthy of 
death, and on the following night will be conducted 
to execution. So, prince, retire; pass the rest of the 
day in considering what is your duty in reference 
to the step you propose to take; consult wise persons, 
reflect well, and to-morrow let me know your determina- 
tion.” When the king had finished speaking, he dis- 
missed Khalaf, who immediately quitted the palace, much 
mortified that he was obliged to wait till the next day, 
for he was noway daunted by what the king had said. 
He returned to his hostess without exhibiting the least 
concern about the danger to which he had determined 
to expose himself. As soon as he presented himself 
to the widow, and had related all that had passed at 
the palace, she began to remonstrate with him afresh, 
and bring every argument she could think of into play 
to dissuade him from his enterprise; but her efforts 
were crowned with no better success, and she had the 
mortification of seeing that they only inflamed her 
young guest more, and strengthened him in his reso- 
lution. The next day the prince returned to the 
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palace, and was announced to the king, who received 
him in his cabinet, not wishing any one to be present at 
their interview. 

“ Well, prince,” began Altoun-Khan, ‘‘am I to rejoice 
or grieve at your presence here to-day? What is your 
determination ?”’ 

“ My lord,” replied Khalaf, “I am in the same mind 
as yesterday. Before I had the honor of presenting 
myself then before your majesty, I had thoroughly re- 
flected upon the matter; and I am still prepared to 
suffer the same punishment as my rivals, if Heaven has 
not otherwise ordained.” At these words the king 
smote his breast, rent his clothes, and plucked the hairs 
from his beard. 

“ Wretched man that I am!” cried he, ‘that I should 
have conceived such friendship for him. The death of 
the others has not caused me half the pain which his will 
occasion me. Ah, my son,” continued he, embracing 
the Prince of the Nagiiis with a tenderness that caused 
him deep emotion, ‘‘yield to my grief, if my arguments 
are not able to shake thee. I feel that the blow which 
takes thy life will strike my heart with deadly force. 
Renounce, I conjure thee, the hope of possessing my 
cruel daughter: thou wilt find in the world plenty of 
other princesses whom thou mayst gain with more ease 
and as much honor. Why persevere in the pursuit of 
an inhuman creature whom thou wilt never be able to 
obtain? Remain, if thou wilt, in my court; thou shalt 
hold the first rank after me; thou shalt have beautiful 
slaves; pleasures shall follow thee wherever thou goest: 
in a word, I will look on thee as my own son. Desist 
from thy pursuit of Tourandocte. Oh, let me at least 
have the joy of rescuing one victim from the sanguinary 
princess.” 

The son of Timurtasch was deeply moved by the 
friendship which the King of China exhibited toward 
him; but he replied, ‘My lord, let me, for pity’s sake, 
expose myself to the danger from which you. seek to 
deter me; the greater it is, the more do I feel myself 
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tempted to encounter it. I must avow that even the 
cruelty of the princess stimulates my love. I feel an 
inward pleasure in the thought that I am the happy 
mortal who is to triumph over this proud beauty. For 
Heaven’s sake, your majesty,” pursued he, “cease to 
oppose a design which my glory, my repose, my life 
even, render it necessary for me to prosecute; for, truly, I 
cannot live unless I obtain Tourandocte.” 

Altoun-Khan, perceiving that Khalaf was not to be 
moved, was overwhelmed with affliction. ‘‘ Ah, rash 
youth,” said he, ‘thy death-warrant is sealed, since 
thou art still determined to persist in demanding my 
daughter. Heaven is witness that I have done all in 
my power to inspire thee with rational thoughts. 
Thou rejectest my counsel, and lovest rather to perish 
than follow it: let us say no more; thou wilt receive 
the reward of thy mad constancy. I consent to thy 
undertaking to answer the questions of Tourandocte, 
but I must first pay thee the honor which I am 
accustomed to bestow upon princes who seek my 
alliance.” 

At these words he called the chief of his first band 
of eunuchs: he ordered him to conduct Khalaf into the 
princes’ palace, and to assign him two hundred eunuchs 
to wait upon him. 

The Prince of the Nagiiis had scarcely entered the 
palace to which the eunuch conducted him, before the 
principal mandarins came to salute him, which they did 
in the following manner: they placed themselves on 
their knees before him, bowed their heads to the ground, 
saying, one after the other, ‘‘ Prince, the perpetual ser- 
vant of your illustrious race comes to make his obei- 
sance to you.” They then all made him presents and 
retired. 

The king, who felt the greatest friendship for the son 
of Timurtasch, and pitied him, sent for the most learned 
professor of the royal college, and said to him, ‘‘ There 
is a new prince, who has come to my court to demand 
- the hand of my daughter. I have spared no pains to 
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induce him to renounce his intention, but without suc- 
cess. I wish thee to exert thine eloquence in endeavor- 
ing to make him listen to reason. It is for this I have 
sent for thee’’ The professor obeyed. He went to 
Khalaf and entered into a long conversation with him ; 
after which he returned to Altoun-Khan, and said, ‘‘ My 
lord, it is impossible to dissuade this young prince: he 
will absolutely deserve the princess or die. When I 
saw the futility of attempting to conquer his resolution, 
I had the curiosity to try and ascertain whether his 
obstinacy did not proceed from some other cause than 
his love. I interrogated him upon several different 
subjects, and I found him so well informed that I was 
surprised at his learning. He is a Moslem, and appears 
to me perfectly instructed in all that concerns his re- 
ligion: in fact, to confess the truth to your majesty, I 
believe if any prince is capable of replying to the ques- 
tions of the princess it is he.” 

“O wise man,” cried the king, “I am overjoyed at 
thy report. Heaven grant that he may become my son- 
in-law! From the moment he appeared before me I 
felt an affection for him: may he be more fortunate 
than the others who came to this city only to seek a 
grave P”? 

After prayers and sacrifices, the Chinese monarch sent 
his calao to the Prince of the Nagäis with notice that he 
was to hold himself in readiness to reply to the prin- 
cess’s questions on the next day, and to tell him that 
the proper officers would come at the right time to con- 
duct him to the divan, and that the persons who were 
to compose the assembly had already received orders to 
attend. 

Notwithstanding his inflexible determination to per- 
_ severe in this adventure, Khalaf did not pass a quiet 
night: if at one time he dared to trust to his genius and 
promise himself success, at another, losing confidence, 
he represented to himself the shame he should endure 
if his replies did not please the divan; at another time 
he thought of Elmaze and Timurtasch. ‘ Alas!’ said 
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he, “if I die, what will become of my father and 
mother ?” 

Day surprised him occupied with these conflicting 
thoughts. Presently he heard the ringing of bells and 
beating of drums. He concluded that this was to call 
to the council all those who were ordered to attend. 
Then, raising his thoughts to Mohammed, “O great 
prophet,” said he, “you behold my difficulties and 
know my doubts. Inspire me, and reveal to me whether 
I must go to the divan, or must confess to the king that 
the danger terrifies me!” He had scarcely pronounced 
these words, before he felt all his fears vanish and his 
confidence return. He rose and dressed himself in a 
caftan, and mantle of red silk worked with gold flowers, 
which Altoun-Khan had sent him, with stockings and 
slippers of blue silk. 

When he had finished dressing, six mandarins, booted 
and dressed in very wide robes of crimson, entered his 
apartment, and, after having saluted him in the same 
manner as on the previous day, informed him that they 
came from the king to lead him to the divan. He im- 
mediately rose and accompanied them: they traversed 
a court between a double file of soldiers, and when they 
arrived in the first council-chamber found more than a 
thousand singers and players upon instruments, who, 
performing in concert, produced a wonderful noise. 
From thence they advanced into the hall, where the 
council was sitting, and which communicated with the 
interior palace. 

All the persons who were to assist at this assembly 
were already seated under canopies of different colors 
arranged round the hall. The mandarins of the highest 
rank were on one side, the calao with the professors of 
the college on the other, and several doctors, renowned 
for their erudition, occupied other seats. In the middle 
were placed two thrones of gold raised upon triangular 
pedestals. 

As soon as the Prince of the Nagiiis appeared, the 
noble and learned assembly saluted him with gestures 
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of great respect, but without speaking a word; for every- 
body, being in expectation of the king’s arrival, pre- 
served the strictest silence. 

The sun was upon the point of rising. As soon as 
the first rays of that brilliant luminary were perceived, 
two eunuchs drew aside the curtains which hung before 
the door of the inner palace, and immediately the king 
appeared, accompanied by the Princess Tourandocte, 
who wore a long robe of silk and gold tissue, whilst her 
face was concealed by a veil of the same material. When 
the king and princess had taken their seats upon their 
thrones, which they ascended by five steps of silver, two 
young girls of perfect beauty approached and stationed 
themselves, one on the side of the king and the other 
near the princess. They were slaves of the harem of 
Altoun-Khan: their faces and necks were exposed; 
they wore large pearls in their ears; and they stood 
each with pen and paper, ready to transcribe what the 
king or the princess might desire. All this time the 
whole assembly, who had risen upon the entrance of 
Altoun-Khan, stood up with great gravity and their 
eyes half closed. Khalaf alone looked about him, or 
rather looked only at the princess, whose majestic de- 
meanor filled him with admiration. 

When the powerful monarch of China had ordered 
the mandarins and doctors to be seated, one of the six 
nobles who had conducted Khalaf, and who stood with 
him at fifteen cubits’ distance from the two thrones, 
kneeled down and read a petition, which contained the 
demand of the stranger prince for the hand of the Prin- 
cess Tourandocte. He then rose and told Khalaf to 
make three salutations to the king. The Prince of the 
Nagiis acquitted himself with so much grace, that 
Altoun-Khan could not refrain from smiling and ex- 
pressing the pleasure he experienced in seeing him. 

The calao then rose from his place and read with a 
loud voice the fatal edict, which condemned to death 
all the rash lovers who should fail to reply satisfactorily 
to the questions of Tourandocte. Then, addressing 
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Khalaf, “ Prince,” said he, “you have just heard the 
conditions upon which alone the prineess’s hand is to 
be obtained. If the sense of danger makes any im- 
pression upon you, there is still time to retire.” 

“No, no!” said the prince; “the prize to be carried 
off is too precious to be lost by cowardice.” 

The king, seeing Khalaf ready to reply to the ques- 
tions of Tourandocete, turned toward the princess and 
said, ‘‘ My daughter, it is for you to speak: propose to 
this young prince the questions which you have pre- 
pared ; and may all the spirits to whom sacrifices were 
offered yesterday grant that he may penetrate the mean- 
ing of your words!” 

Tourandocte thereupon said, ‘I take the prophet 
Jacmouny to witness that I behold with sorrow the 
death of so many prinees: but why do they persist in 
desiring to wed me? why will they not leave me to 
live in peace without making attempts on my liberty? 
Know then, rash young man,” added she, addressing 
Khalaf, “that you cannot reproach me if you suffer 
a cruel death: you have the examples of your rivals 
before your eyes; you alone are the eause of your 
own destruction ; I do not oblige you to come and ask 
my hand.” 

“ Lovely princess,” replied the Prinee of the Nagiiis, 
“Iam fully alive to all that has been said upon this 
subject. Propound, if you please, your questions, and 
I will endeavor to unravel their meaning.” 

« Well, then,” said Tourandocte, “tell me what erea- 
ture is that which belongs to every land, is a friend to 
the whole world, and will not brook an equal ?” 

“ Madam,” replied Khalaf, “itis the sun.” 

“ He is right,” exelaimed all the doctors: “itis the 
sun.” 

“ What is that mother,” resumed the prineess, ‘‘ who 
after having brought her children into the world de- 
vours them when they are grown up?” 

“It is the sea,” replied the Prince of the Nagiiis: 
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“because the rivers, which draw their sources from 
the sea, discharge themselves into it again.” 

Tourandocte, seeing that the prince gave correct 
replies to her questions, was so vexed that she re- 
solved to spare no effort to destroy him. LExerting 
all her ingenuity, she next asked, ‘‘ What tree is that 
whose leaves are white on one side and black on the 
other?” She was not satisfied with proposing the 
riddle alone: the malignant princess, in order to 
dazzle and confuse him, raised her veil at the same 
moment, and allowed the assembly to see all the beauty 
of her countenance, the haughty charms of which were 
only enhanced by the violence of her emotions. Her 
head was adorned with natural flowers arranged with 
infinite art, and her eyes shone more brilliantly than 
the stars. She was as lovely as the sun in all his splen- 
dor when he emerges from a thick cloud. The son of 
Timurtasch, at the sight of this incomparable princess, 
remained mute and motionless; so much so, that all 
the divan, who were deeply interested in him, were 
seized with terror; the king himself grew pale, and 
thought that the prince was lost forever. 

But Khalaf, recovering from the surprise that the 
beauty of Tourandocte had caused him, quickly re- 
assured the assembly by resuming:—‘‘Charming princess, 
I pray you pardon me if I remained for some moments 
speechless ; I could not behold so much loveliness with- 
out being disturbed. Have the goodness to repeat the 
question, for Ino longer remember it: your charms have 
made me forget every thing.” 

“I asked you,” said Tourandocte, ‘‘what tree is that 
whose leaves are white on one side and black on the 
other ?” 

“That tree,” replied Khalaf, “is the year, which is 
composed of days and nights.” 

This reply was again applauded in the divan. The 
mandarins and the doctors said that it was correct, 
and bestowed a thousand praises on the young prince. 
Altoun-Khan said to Tourandocte, ‘‘Come, my daughter, 
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confess thyself vanquished, and consent to espouse thy 
conqueror: the others were not able to reply to even 
one of thy questions, and this one, thou seest, has 
answered them all.” 

“He has nót gained the victory,” angrily retorted 
the princess, replacing her veil to conceal her con- 
fusion and the tears she was not able to repress; “I 
have others to propose to him. But I will defer them 
till to-morrow.” 

“ No,” replied the king, “I certainly will not per- 
mit you to propose questions without end: all that I 
can allow you is to ask him one more, and that imme- 
diately.” 

The princess objected, saying that she had only pre- 
pared those which had just been answered, and en- 
treated the king, her father, for permission to inter- 
rogate the prince on the following day. 

“JT will certainly not grant it,’ cried the monarch 
of China, in a rage; “you are only endeavoring to 
perplex this young prince, while I am eagerly grasping 
at the prospect of escaping from the frightful oath 
I had the imprudence to make. Ah! arwel one, you 
breathe nothing but blood, and the death of your 
lovers is a pleasant sight to you. The queen, your 
mother, touched by the first misfortunes your cruelty 
caused, died of grief at having brought into the world 
so barbarous a child; and I, you know well, am plunged 
into a state of profound melancholy, which nothing can 
dissipate, whilst I behold the fatal results of the love I 
entertained for you. But, thanks to the sun and the 
moon, and the spirits who preside in the heavens, and 
by whom my sacrifices have been regarded with a pro- 
pitious eye, no more of those horrible executions which 
have rendered my name execrable shall be committed 
in my palace. Since this prince has answered your 
questions satisfactorily, I ask all this assembly if it is 
not right that you should become his wife ?” 

The mandarins and the doctors expressed their assent 
in murmurs, and the calao took upon himself to speak. 
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“My lord,” said he, addressing the king, ‘‘ your majesty 
as no longer bound by the oath you made to execute 
your severe edict: it is for the princess to fulfil her en- 
gagement. She promised her hand to him who should 
answer her questions correctly; a prince has answered 
them, to the satisfaction of the whole divan: she must 
keep her promise, or we cannot doubt that the spirits 
who preside over the punishment of perjurers will 
quickly take vengeance upon her.” 

Tourandocte kept silence during the delivery of this 
speech: she sat with her head on her knees, and 
appeared buried in deep affliction. Khalaf, perceiving 
this, prostrated himself before Altoun-Khan, and said, 
“Great king, whose justice and goodness have raised 
the vast empire of China to such prosperity, I beg of 
your majesty to grant me a favor. I see that the 
princess is in despair at my having been so fortunate 
as to reply to her questions: doubtless she would 
rather it had so happened that I should have deserved 
death. Since she exhibits so strong an aversion to 
me, that, in spite of her promise, she refuses to become 
my wife, I will renounce my right to her, on condition 
that she, on her part, replies correctly to a question 
which I shall propose.” 

The whole assembly was surprised at this speech. 
“Is this young prince mad,” they whispered one to 
another, “to risk the loss of that for which he perilled 
his life? Does he imagine he can propose a question 
that will be too difficult for Tourandocte to solve? He 
must have lost his senses.” Altoun-Khan was also 
amazed at the request which Khalaf had the temerity 
to make. “Prince,” said he, “have you reflected upon 
the words which have just escaped your lips ?” 

“Yes, my lord,” replied the Prince of the Nagiiis, 
“and I implore you to grant me this favor.” 

“I grant it,” returned the king; “but, whatever be 
the result, I declare that I am no longer bound by the 
oath I made, and that, henceforth, I will not cause an- 
other prince to be put to death.” 
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‘Divine Tourandocte,” resumed the son of Timur- 
tasch, addressing the princess, “you have heard what 
I said. Although the decision of this learned assembly 
has awarded to me the prize of your hand, although you 
are mine, I will give you back your liberty, I will yield 
up possession of you, I will despoil myself of a treasure 
precious to me above all things, provided you reply at 
once to a question I shall ask; but, on your part, swear 
that, if you cannot, you will consent willingly to com- 
plete my happiness and crown my love.” 

‘Yes, prince,” replied Tourandecte, “1 accept the 
conditions, and I take this assembly as witnesses of my 
oath.” 

All the divan awaited, in breathless suspense, the 
question that Khalaf was to propose to the princess, and 
there was not one who did not blame the young prince 
for exposing himself to the risk of losing the daughter 
of Altoun-Khan: they were all amazed at his temerity. 
“ Lovely princess,” said Khalaf, “what is the name of 
that prince who, after suffering a thousand hardships, 
and being reduced even to beg his bread, finds himself, 
at this moment, overwhelmed with glory and joy ?” 

‘‘Tt is impossible,’ said Tourandocte, “for me to 
reply to that question on the spot, but I promise that 
to-morrow I will tell you the name of that prince.” 

“Madam,” cried Khalaf, “I asked no time for con- 
sideration, and it is not right to grant you any: still, I 
will grant you your wish. I hope, after that, you will 
look more favorably on me, and not oppose any further 
difficulty to your becoming my bride.” 

“She must make up her mind to that,” said Altoun- 
Khan, “if she cannot reply to the question proposed. 
Let. her not think by falling ill, or pretending to do so, 
that she will thereby escape. Even if my rash oath 
should not bind me to grant him her hand, and she 
were not his according to the tenor of the edict, I would 
rather let her die than send this young prince away. 
Where would it be possible for her to meet with one 
more perfectly worthy of her?” With these words, he 
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rose and dismissed the assembly. He re-entered the 
inner palace with the princess, who retired to her own 
apartments. 

As soon as the king had left the divan, all the man- 
darins and doctors complimented Khalaf upon his wit 
and understanding. ‘I admire,” said one, “your ready 
and easy conception.” “No!” said another; “there is 
not a bachelor licentiate, or doctor even, of greater penc- 
tration than you. Not one of all the princes who have 
presented themselves hitherto in the least degree ap- 
proached your merit, and we feel the most heartfelt joy 
at your success.” The Prince of the Nagäis had no 
light task to perform in thanking all those who pressed 
round him to congratulate him. At length, the six 
mandarins who had conducted him to the council-cham- 
ber led him back to the same palace whence they had 
brought him, whilst the others, together with the learned 
doctors, retired, not without anxiety about the answer 
which the daughter of Altoun-Khan would return to the 
question. 

The Princess Tourandocte regained her palace, fol- 
lowed by the two young slaves who enjoyed her con- 
fidence. No sooner had she entered into her apartment 
than she tore off her veil, and, throwing herself upon 
a couch, gave free vent to the grief and rage which 
agitated her: shame and sorrow were depicted on her 
countenance; her eyes, already bedimmed with tears, 
overflowed afresh; she tore off the flowers that adorned 
her head, and allowed her hair to fall about her in con- 
fusion. Her two favorite slaves attempted to console 
her, but she only said, bitterly, ‘“ Leave me, both of 
you! cease your useless attentions. I will listen to no- 
thing but my despair. Leave me alone to pour forth my 
tears and lamentations. Ah! how great will be my con- 
fusion to-morrow, when I shall be forced to acknowledge 
before the whole council, and the wisest doctors of 
China, that I cannot solve the question! ‘Is that,’ they 
will say, ‘the transcendent princess who prides herself 
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upon knowing every thing, and to whom the solution 
of the most difficult enigma presented no difficulty ?’ 

‘‘ Alas!’ continued she, “they all take an interest in 
this young prince. I noticed them grow pale with anx- 
jety when he appeared embarrassed. I saw their faces 
beaming with joy when he penetrated the meaning of 
my questions. I shall have the bitter mortification of 
seeing them again rejoice at my confusion, when I shall 
have to confess myself conquered. How great will be 
their delight when I make the degrading avowal, and 
what agony must [ endure in making it!” 

“My princess,” said one of her slaves, “instead of 
afflicting yourself beforehand, instead of picturing to 
yourself the shame you fear to suffer to-morrow, would 
it not be better to think of some means of preventing 
it? Is the question the prince has proposed so difficult 
that you cannot answer it? with the genius and pene- 
tration you possess, can you not accomplish it?” 

‘“‘No,” said Tourandocte; ‘it is impossible. He asks 
me to name the prince who, after suffering a thousand 
hardships, and being reduced to beg his bread, is at this 
moment overwhelmed with joy and glory? I feel as- 
sured that he is himself that prince, but, not knowing 
him, I cannot tell his name.” 

“Still, madam,” rejoined the*same slave, ‘you have 
promised to name that prince to-morrow: when you 
made that promise, you hoped, doubtless, to be able to 
fulfil it.” 

“Ihad no hope,” replied the princess, “and I only 
demanded time to die of grief, rather than be obliged to 
acknowledge my shame and marry the prince.” 

«The resolution is a violent one,” said the other fa- 
vorite slave. ‘I know well that no man is worthy of 
you, but you must allow that this prince possesses sin- 
gular merits: his beauty, his noble bearing, and his 
ready wit ought to plead in: his favor.” 

“I grantit all,” interrupted the princess. ‘‘If there 
is any prince in the world who is worthy of my regards, 
it is he. Indeed, I will not deny it, that I grieved for 
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him before I put my questions to him; I sighed when I 
beheld him, and—what has never happened til to-day 
—I almost hoped he would reply to my questions cor- 
rectly. Itis true that, at the same moment, I blushed 
at my weakness, but my pride got the better of me, and 
the apt answers he made excited my abhorrence toward 
him: all the commendations which the doctors bestowed 
on him so deeply mortified me, that I then felt, and still 
feel, the most bitter hatred against him. O unhappy 
Tourandocte, lay thee down and die of vexation and 
grief, at having found. a man, and he a youth, who has 
been able to load thee with disgrace and compel thee 
to become his wife.” 

At these words she redoubled her tears, and in the 
transport of her rage spared neither her hair nor her 
clothes. She raised her hands more than once toward 
her cheeks to tear them, and punish them as the prime 
authors of the disgrace she had endured; but her slaves, 
who were watching her frenzy, prevented her. They 
tried, however, in vain to consolė her; they could not 
calm the fury of her agitation. Whilst she was in this 
fearful state of excitement, the Prince of the Nagäis, 
charmed with the result, and overwhelmed with joy, 
delivered himself up to the hope of bearing off his bride 
the next day. 

The king, having returned from the council-chamber, 
sent for Khalaf to talk over in private the events which 
had taken place at the divan. The Prince of the Nagiis 
hastened to obey the orders of the monarch, who, after 
embracing him with great tenderness, said, “Ah! my 
son, release me from the anxiety I am suffering. I fear 
lest my daughter should be able to answer the question 
you have proposed. Why have you risked the danger 
of losing the object of your love?” 

“Let not your majesty be under the least appre- 
hension,” replied Khalaf: “it is impossible that the 
princess can tell me who the prince is whose name I 
have asked, for I am that prince, and no one in your 
court knows me.” 
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‘This gives me fresh hope,” cried the king, in a 
transporg of joy: “I confess I was most anxious about 
you. Tourandocte is very shrewd; the subtlety of her 
wit made me tremble for you; but, thank Heaven, you 
dispel my doubts. However great her facility of pene- 
trating the sense of enigmas, she cannot guess your 
name. I can no longer accuse you of temerity; and I 
see what appeared to mea lack of prudence is an in- 
genious device you have formed to remove every pretext 
for my daughter’s refusal.” 

Altoun-Khan, after laughing with Khalaf at the ques- 
tion proposed to the princess, prepared to enjoy the 
diversion of the chase. He dressed himself in a light 
and close-fitting caftan, and enclosed his beard in a bag 
of black satin. He ordered the mandarins to hold them- 
selves in readiness to accompany him, and commanded 
a hunting-dress to be given to the Prince of the Nagiiis. 
They partook of a slight repast, and then quitted the 
palace. The mandarins, in open palanquins of ivory 
inlaid with gold, headed the procession, each carried by 
six men; two men armed with whips of cord marched 
before each palanquin, and two others followed with 
tablets of silver, upon which were written in large cha- 
racters all the mandarins’ titles. The king and Khalaf, 
in an open litter of red sandal-wood, carried by twenty 
military officers, on whose dresses were embroidered in 
silver the monarch’s monogram and badges,—the latter 
consisting of several figures of animals,—appeared next. 
After the mandarins, two generals of Altoun-Khan’s 
army marched on either side of the litter, carrying large 
fans or umbrellas to ward off the heat, and three thou- 
sand eunuchs on foot completed the cortége. 

When they arrived at the place where the hunters 
awaited the king with the falcons, the sport began by 
flying hawks and quails. This diversion lasted till sun- 
set, when the king and the prince, and the persons of 
their suites, returned to the palace in the same order in 
which they had left. They found in the court several 
pavilions of silk of different colors, a great number of 
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small tables, beautifully polished and covered with all 
sorts of viands ready cut up. As soon as the king had 
taken his seat, Khalaf and the mandarins sat down, 
each at a little separate table, near which stood another, 
which served as a buffet. They all began by drinking 
several bumpers of rice-wine before touching the viands; 
they then proceeded to eat without drinking any more. 
The banquet erded, the king, Altoun-Khan, led the 
Prince of the Nagis into a large hall, brilliantly illu- 
minated, and fitted up with seats arranged for seeing 
some spectacle, and they were followed by all the man- 
darins. The king appointed each his place, and made 
Khalaf sit near him, upon a large ebony throne inlaid 
with gold tracery. 

As soon as the company had taken their places, singers 
and musicians entered, who commenced an agreeable 
concert. Altoun-Khan was. delighted with 1t. Infatuated 
with the Chinese music, he asked the son of Timurtasch, 
from time to time, what he thought of it, and the young 
prince, out of politeness, gave it the highest rank of all 
the music in the world. The concert finished, the singers 
and musicians retired, to make room for an artificial 
elephant, which, having advanced by secret springs into 
the middle of the hall, vomited forth six vaulters, who 
began by making some perilous leaps. They were attired 
in very thin dresses; they had on only drawers of Indian 
cloth, caps of brocade, and light shoes. After they had 
exhibited their agility and suppleness by a thousand ex- 
traordinary performances, they re-entered the elephant, 
which went away as itcame. Next there appeared players, 
who performed, impromptu, a piece, the subject of which 
the king chose. When all these diversions were finished, 
and the night was far advanced, Altoun-Khan and Kha- 
laf rose, to retire to their apartments, and the mandarins 
followed their example. 

The young Prince of the Nagiiis, conducted by eunuchs 
bearing wax candles in gold candelabra, was preparing 
to taste the sweets of repose as well as his impatience to 
return to the divan would permit him, when, on entering 


168 THE STORY OF PRINCE KHALAF 


his chamber, he found a young lady, dressed in a robe of 
red brocade with silver flowers, and adorned with rubies 
and emeralds: she wore a head-dress of rose-colored silk, 
ornamented with pearls and bound by a very light silver 
border, which only covered the top of her head, and 
allowed her beautiful hair to escape, which hung down 
in ringlets, adorned with a few artificial flowers. As to 
her figure and face, it was impossible to see any more 
beautiful and perfect except that of the Princess of China. 

The son of Timurtasch was much surprised at meeting 
a lady alone, and so beautiful, at midnight in his room. 
He could not have looked upon her with indifference, 
had he not seen Tourandocte; but as the lover of that 
princess he had no eyes for any other. 

As soon as the lady perceived Khalaf, she rose from 
the sofa where she was seated, and upon which she had 
laid her veil, and, after making a low inclination of her 
head, ‘ Prince,” said she, “I doubt not that you are 
surprised to find a woman here; for you cannot be igno- 
rant that it is rigorously forbidden for men and women 
who inhabit the harem to have any communication 
together; but the importance of the matter that I have 
to communicate to you has made me disregard all danger. 
I have had dexterity and good fortune enough to over- 
come all the obstacles which opposed my design. I have 
gained the eunuchs who wait upon you. It now only 
remains for me to tell you what brought me here.” 

Khalaf felt interested; he could not doubt that the 
lady who had taken so perilous a step had something to 
communicate worthy his attention: he begged her to 
resume her seat on the sofa; they both sat down; and 
the lady then continued in these terms:— 

“‘ My lord, I believe I ought to begin by informing you 
that I am the daughter of a khan, one of the tributaries 
of Altoun-Khan. Some years ago, my father was bold 
enough to refuse to pay the usual tribute, and, relying 
too much upon his experience in the art of war, as well 
as upon the valor of his troops, prepared to defend 
himself in case he were attacked. What he expected 
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happened. The King of China, irritated by his audacity, 
sent the most experienced of his generals with a power 
ful army against him. My father, though considerably 
weaker in numbers, went out to meet him. After a 
sanguinary battle, which was fought on the banks of a 
river, the Chinese general remained victorious. My 
father, pierced with a thousand wounds, died during 
the battle; but, before his death, he ordered all his 
wives and children to be thrown into the river, to pre- 
serve them from slavery. Those who were charged with 
the generous though inhuman order executed it: they 
threw me, together with my mother, sisters, and two 
brothers whose tender age had kept them with us, into 
the river. The Chinese general arrived at the spot at 
the very moment when they had cast us in, and when 
we were about to finish our miserable existence. This 
mournful and horrible sight excited his compassion: he 
promised a reward to any of the soldiers who should 
save any of the vanquished khan’s family. Several 
Chinese horsemen, in spite of the rapidity of the stream, 
dashed in, and urged their horses wherever they saw 
our dying bodies floating. They recovered a few, but 
their assistance was only of use tome. I still breathed 
when they brought me to shore. The general took 
great pains for my recovery, as though the glory ac- 
quired by my captivity would bestow a fresh lustre on 
his victory: he brought me to this city, and presented 
me to the king, after giving an account of his mission. 
Altoun-Khan placed me with his daughter the princess, 
who is two or three years younger than I am. 
“Although still a child, I could not help reflecting 
that I had become a slave, and that I ought to have 
sentiments conformable to my situation. I therefore 
studied the disposition of Tourandocte, and strove to 
please her, and I succeeded so well by my compliance 
with her wishes and my attentions that I gained her 
friendship. From that time I have shared her con- 
fidence with a young person of illustrious birth, whom 
the misfortunes of her family have reduced to slavery. 
15 
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‘‘Pardon, my lord,” she continued, ‘this narrative, 
which does not bear any relation to the subject that has 
brought me here. I thought it but right to apprize 
you that I am of noble blood, that you might place 
more reliance in me; for the important communication 
I have to-make is such, that an ordinary slave might 
induce you to give but little credence to what she had 
to say; and I know not that even IJ, though the daughter 
of a khan, shall be able to influence you. Would a 
prinee enamored of Tourandocte give credit to what 
I am about to say of her ?” 

“Princess,” replied the son of Timurtasch, inter- 
rupting her, ‘‘ keep me no longer in suspense: tell me, 
I pray you, at once, what you have to say concerning 
the Princess of China.” 

“ My lord,” replied the lady, ‘‘ Tourandocte, the bar- 
barous Tourandocte, has formed a plot to assassinate 
you!” 

At these words, Khalaf, falling back on the sofa, lay. 
for a moment in a state of horror and amazement. 

The slave-princess, who had foreseen the astonish- 
ment of the young prince, said,— 

“I am not surprised that you should thus receive 
this frightful announcement, and I was right when I 
doubted that you would believe it.” 

‘Merciful Heaven !” cried Khalaf, when he recovered 
from his stupefaction, ‘‘did I hear aright? Is it pos- 
sible that the Princess of China could be guilty of 
such an atrocious attempt? How could she conceive 
so base a project ?” 

‘Prince,’ replied the lady, ‘I will explain to you 
how she came to take this horrible resolution. When 
she left the divan this morning, where I had been 
stationed behind her throne, I saw that she was mor- 
tally enraged at what had taken place: she returned 
into her apartments writhing under the most bitter 
feelings of mortification and fury; she pondered over 
the question you asked her for a long time, and, not 
being able to find a suitable answer, she abandoned 


AND THE PRINCESS OF CHINA. 171 


herself to despair. While she was in the bath, I spared 
no means, in which I Was seconded by the other favor- 
ite slave, to calm the violence of her transports: we 
tried all in our power to inspire her with sentiments 
favorable to you; we extolled your person and your 
talents; we represented to her that she ought to deter- 
mine to bestow her hand upon you; we pointed out the 
unseemliness of such immoderate grief; but she im- 
posed silence upon us, with a torrent of injurious words. 
The most agreeable and handsome make no more im- 
pression upon her than the ugliest and most deformed. 
‘They are all,’ said she, ‘objects of my contempt, and 
forgvhom I shall always entertain the deepest aversion. 
As regards him who has presented himself last, I enter- 
tain a greater hatred toward him than toward the 
others, and if I cannot rid myself of him by any other 
means I will have him assassinated.’ 

“I opposed this detestable design,” continued the 
slave-princess, “and laid before her the terrible conse- 
quences of such a deed. I represented to her the in- 
jury she would inflict upon herself, the despair she 
would occasion the king, and the just horror that future 
ages would entertain for her memory. 

“The other favorite slave supported with all her 
eloquence the arguments I adduced, but all our per- 
suasions were of no avail: we could not turn her from 
her purpose. She has intrusted her faithful eunuchs 
with orders to take your life to-morrow morning as you 
leave your palace to repair to the divan.” 

“O inhuman princess! perfidious Tourandocte!” 
cried the Prince of the Nagäis; “is it thus you pre- 
pare to crown the affection of the unhappy son of 
Timurtasch ? Has Khalaf indeed appeared so hateful 
to you that you would rather rid yourself of him by a 
crime that will dishonor you than unite your destiny 
with his? Great Heaven! how checkered with strange 
events 1s my life! At one moment I seem to enjoy 
happiness that the greatest might envy, at another I 
am plunged into a whirlpool of misery.” 
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“ My lord,” said the slave-princess, “if Heaven or- 
dains that you should suffer misfortunes, it does not 
will that you should sink beneath their weight, since 
it warns you of the dangers that threaten you. Yes, 
prince, it is Heaven that has doubtless inspired me with 
the thought of saving you, for I come not only to point 
out the snare laid for your life; I come also to furnish 
you with means to escape. By the assistance of some 
eunuchs who are devoted to me, I have gained over 
the soldiers of the guard, who will facilitate your flight 
from the serail. As they will not fail to make a search- 
ing investigation when they know of your departure 
and discover that Iam the author of it, I am resolyed 
to fly with you, and escape from this court, where | 
have more than one cause for discontent: my state of 
bondage makes me hate it, and you make it still more 
odious to me. 

“Let us waste no time; come, and let to-morrow’s 
sun, when he begins his course, find us far, far from 
Pekin. 

“In a certain spot in the town,” continued she, 
‘horses await us: let us fly, and reach if possible the 
territory of the tribe of Berlas.” 

Khalaf replied, ‘“ Beautiful princess, I render you a 
thousand thanks for your wish to save me from the 
danger with which I am encompassed. Oh that I 
could, to prove my gratitude, deliver you from your 
slavery, and conduct you in safety to the horde of the 
Khan of Berlas, your relation! With what pleasure 
would I place you in his hands! I should thereby 
repay some of the obligations I lie under to him. But 
Iask you, princess, ought I thus to steal away from 
Altoun-Khan? What would he think of me? He 
would believe that I came to his court for the sole 
purpose of carrying you off, and at the very time when 
I should be flying, only that I might save his daughter 
from perpetrating a fearful crime, he would be accusing 
me of violating the laws of hospitality. Ah! must I 
confess it?—cruel though the Princess of China be, I 
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could never find in my foolish heart to hate her. 
Whatever misfortune may be in store for me, I cannot 
consent to so ignominious a flight. I acknowledge that 
charms like yours would amply repay your liberator, 
and that my days with you might pass in the greatest 
bliss. But I am not born to be happy; my destiny is to 
love Tourandocte: despite the aversion she feels toward 
me, I should wear out my days in endless sorrow, were 
they spent away from her.” 

“Well, then, ingrate, remain,” cried the lady, pas- 
sionately, interrupting him, ‘and let the spot in which 
thy happiness is concentrated be sprinkled with thy 
blood.” Saying these words, she replaced her veil, and 
quitted the apartment. 

The young prince, after the lady had retired, re- 
mained upon the sofa in a state of bewilderment. 
“« Must I believe,” said he, “what I have just heard? 
Can she carry her cruelty thus far? Alas! I dare not 
doubt it, for the slave-princess’s expressions of horror 
at Tourandocte’s plot were so natural, the risks she 
ran in coming herself to warn me of it so great, and 
the feelings she displayed so unquestionable, that all 
are pledges of the truthfulness of her words. Ah, 
cruel daughter of the best of kings, is it thus that you 
abuse the gifts with which Heaven has endowed you? 
O Heaven! how couldst thou confer on this barbarous 
princess so much beauty, or why adorn so inhuman a 
soul with so many charms?” 

Instead of seeking a few hours’ sleep, he passed the 
night distracted with the most painful reflections. At 
length day appeared; the ringing of the bells and beat- 
ing of drums was again heard, and shortly after six 
mandarins arrived to conduct him to the council- 
chamber, as on the preceding day. He traversed the 
court where the soldiers were arranged in two files: 
he expected to meet his death at this spot, and that it 
was here the persons who had been appointed to assas- 
sinate him were posted, in order to despatch him as 
he passed. Far from thinking of defending himself or 
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putting himself upon his guard, he walked on like a 
man prepared to die; he even appeared to chide the 
delay of his assassins. He passed through the court, 
however, without any attack being made upon him, and 
reached the first hall of the divan. “Ah! doubtless it 
is here,” thought he, “that the sanguinary order of 
the princess is to be put in execution.” He looked 
around him on all sides, and thought he saw in every 
one he surveyed a murderer. He nevertheless ad- 
vanced and entered the hall where the council was 
sitting, without receiving the deadly stroke which he 
thought awaited him. 

All the doctors and mandarins were already seated 
under their canopies, and Altoun-Khan was momen- 
tarily expected. ‘“What can be the design of the 
princess?” thought he. “Can she wish to be an eye- 
witness of my death, and does she desire to have me 
assassinated before the eyes of her father? Can the 
king be an accomplice in the deed? What am I to 
think? Can he have changed his mind, and issued the 
order for my death ?” 

Whilst his thoughts were occupied with these doubts, 
the door of the inner palace opened, and the king, 
accompanied by Tourandocte, entered the hall. They 
took their seats upon their thrones, and the Prince of 
the Nagiiis stood before them, at the same distance as 
on the day before. 

When the calao saw the king seated, he rose, and 
demanded of the young prince whether he remembered 
having promised to renounce the hand of the princess 
if she answered the question which he had proposed. 
Khalaf replied that he did, and again declared that in 
that event he would renounce all claim to the honor 
of being the king’s son-in-law. The calao then ad- 
dressed Tourandocte, and said, “And you, great prin- 
cess, you are aware of the oath'that binds you, and of 
the penalty to which you are subjected if you do not 
this day declare the name of the prince, which you are 
required to give.” 
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The king, persuaded that she could not reply to the 
question of Khalaf, said to her, ‘“ My daughter, you 
have had ample time to consider the question which 
was proposed to you; but, if you had a whole year to 
think of it, I believe that in spite of your sagacity you 
would be obliged, at the end of it, to acknowledge that 
it is something which even you could not reveal. So, as 
you cannot guess, yield with good grace to the love of 
this young prince, and satisfy the wish I feel that he 
should be your husband. He is worthy of being so, 
and of reigning with you, after my death, over the 
people of this mighty empire.” 

“ My lord,” replied Tourandocte, “ why do you think 
that I shall not be able to reply to the question of this 
prince? It is not so difficult as you imagine. I suf- 
fered the shame of a defeat yesterday, but to-day I 
look forward to the honor of a victory. I will confound 
this rash young man who has entertained so mean an 
opinion of my talents. Let him put the question, and 
I will answer it.” 

“ Madam,” thereupon said the Prince of the Nagiis, 
“I ask, what is the name of that prince who, after 
suffering a thousand hardships, and being reduced to 
beg his bread, finds himself at this moment covered 
with glory and overwhelmed with joy ?”’ 

“This prince,” replied Tourandocte, ‘‘is named Kha- 
laf, and he is the son of Timurtasch.” 

When Khalaf heard his name he changed color; a 
dark mist seemed to cover his eyes, and he fell sense- 
less to the ground. The king and all the mandarins, 
judging from this that Tourandocte had arswered cor- 
rectly, and had given the prince’s real name, grew pale, 
and sat in great consternation. 

After Khalaf had recovered from his swoon, through 
the attentions of the mandarins and the king himself, 
who had quitted his throne to come to his assistance, 
he thus addressed Tourandocte :— 

‘‘ Beautiful princess, you are mistaken if you think 
you have given a fitting answer to my question: the 
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son of Timurtasch is not covered with glory and over- 
whelmed with joy; he is rather covered with shame and 
overwhelmed with grief.” 

“I agree with you,” replied the princess, ‘that at 
this moment you are not overwhelmed with glory and 
joy; but you were so when you proposed this ques- 
tion. So, prince, instead of having recourse to vain 
quibbles, confess honestly that you have lost your 
right to Tourandocte. I therefore can, if I choose, 
refuse you my hand, and abandon you to the regret 
of having lost your prize: nevertheless, I will acknow- 
ledge to you, and declare here publicly, that I enter- 
tain different feelings toward you to what I did. The 
friendship my father has conceived for you, and your 
own merit, have determined me to take you for my 
husband.” 

At these words all etiquette was for a moment for- 
gotten; the eouncil-chamber resounded with shouts of 
joy. The mandarins and doctors applauded the words 
of Tourandocte. The king approached her, and, kiss- 
ing her, said, “‘ My child, you could not have formed a 
decision more agreeable to me: by this act you will 
efface the bad impression you have made upon the 
minds of my people, and you confer upon your father 
a joy to which he has long been a stranger, and which 
hitherto he had hoped for in vain. Yes, that aversion 
you entertained for marriage, that aversion so contrary 
to nature, robbed me of the sweet hope of seeing 
princes of my own blood spring from you. Happily, 
that aversion has ceased, and what crowns my wishes 
is, that you have extinguished it in favor of a young 
hero who is dear to me. But tell us,” added he, “how 
you have been able to guess the name of a prince who 
was unknown to you.” 

“My lord,” replied Tourandocte, “it was not by 
enchantment that I learned it; it was by perfectly 
natural means. One of my slaves sought the Prince 
Khalaf, and had subtlety enough to rob him of his 
secret; and I hope he will forgive me for taking advan- 
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tage of this treachery, since I have made no worse use 
of it.” 

‘Ah, charming Tourandocte,’’ hereupon cried the 
Prince of the Nagiiis, ‘‘is it possible that you entertain 
such favorable sentiments toward me? From what 
a frightful abyss do you draw me, to raise me to the 
height of bliss! Alas, how unjust was I! whilst you 
were preparing such a glorious fate for me I thought 
you guilty of the blackest of all treachery. Deceived 
by a horrible fable which darkened my reason, I repaid 
your good intentions with injurious doubts. Oh, what 
impatience do IJ feel to expiate my unjust suspicions at 
your feet !” 

Altoun-Khan ordered the preparations for the mar- 
riage of Khalaf and Tourandocte to be set on foot, and 
whilst they were engaged about them he sent ambas- 
sacors to the tribe of Berlas, to inform the Khan of the 
Nagiiis of all that had taken place in China, and to beg 
him to come with the princess his wife. 

The preparations being concluded, the marriage was 
celebrated with all the pomp and magnificence which 
belonged to the high birth of the happy pair. Khalaf 
was raised to the rank of the highest subject, and the 
king himself made a public declaration that, to mark his 
sense of the esteem and consideration he entertained 
for his son-in-law, he should allow him to dispense 
with the customary obeisances to his bride. During a 
whole month nothing was seen at the court but feast- 
ing and pageants, and in the city nothing but gayety 
and rejoicings. 

The possession of Tourandocte did not diminish the 
love Khalaf entertained for her, and the princess, who 
had hitherto regarded men with so much contempt, 
could not but love so perfect a prince. Some time after 
their marriage the ambassadors whom Altoun-Khan had 
sent to the country of Berlas returned, bringing with 
them not only the father and mother of the king’s son- 
in-law, but also Prince Almguer, who, to pay honor to 
Elmaze and Timurtasch, insisted on accompanying them, 
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with the most distinguished of his nobles, and conduct- 
ing them to Pekin. 

The young Prince of the Nagiis, apprized of their 
arrival, immediately rode out to meet them. He found 
them nearly at the gate of the palace. The joy he felt on 
seeing his father and mother, and their transports on see- 
ing him, can be scarcely conceived, much less described. 
They all three embraced each other over and over again, 
and the tears they shed drew forth corresponding signs 
of emotion from the Chinese and Tartars who were 
present. 

After these tender embraces, Khalaf saluted the Khan 
of Berlas: he expressed to him how deeply he felt his 
kindness, and more especially his condescension in him- 
self accompanying his parents to the court of China. 
The Prince Almguer replied that, being ignorant of the 
rank of Timurtasch and Elmaze, he had not shown 
toward them the respect that was due to them, and, thus 
to atone for any neglect they might have experienced, 
he thought it his duty to pay them this mark of honor: 
the Khan of the Nagiiis and his wife the princess, how- 
ever, paid a high tribute to the attentive kindness of the 
Khan of Berlas. They then all entered the palace of 
the king, to be presented to Altoun-Khan. They found 
this monarch awaiting them in the first hall. He em- 
braced them all, one after the other, and received them 
very graciously: he then conducted them into his ca- 
binet, where, after expressing the pleasure he felt at 
seeing Timurtasch, and his sympathy in his misfortunes, 
he assured him that he would employ all his power to 
avenge him on the Sultan of Carisma. This was no 
empty offer, for that very day he despatched orders to 
the governors of the provinces to march with all speed 
with the soldiers who were in the towns within their 
jurisdiction, and to take the route to Lake Baljouta, 
which was chosen for the rendezvous of the formidable 
army he proposed to assemble there. 

For his part, the Khan of Berlas, who had foreseen 
this war, and who wished to assist in the re-establishment 
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of Timurtasch in his dominions, had, previous to his de- 
parture from his tribe, ordered the general of his army 
to be in reacliness to take the field at the first summons. 
He now commanded him also to repair to Lake Baljouta 
with all possible speed. 

During the time the officers and soldiers who were to 
compose the army of Altoun-Khan, and who were dis- 
persed throughout the kingdom, were marching to as- 
semble at the spot indicated, this king spared no pains 
to express his high consideration for his new guests: he 
appointed a separate palace to each, with a great number 
of eunuchs, and a guard of two thousand men. Every 
day some new féte was contrived for their entertainment, 
and the king’s whole attention seemed turned toward 
affording them pleasure. Khalaf, although he had now 
every day a thousand matters to occupy his attention, 
did not forget .his kind hostess: he remembered with 
gratitude the solicitude she expressed for him; he sent 
for her to the palace, and begged Tourandocte to receive 
her among her attendants. 

The hope that Timurtasch and Elmaze entertained of 
reascending the throne of the Nagii-Tartars, by the as- 
sistance of the King of China, insensibly made them 
forget their past troubles; and when Tourandocte gave 
birth to a beautiful prince they were quite overwhelmed 
with joy. The birth of this child, who was named the 
Prince of China, was celebrated in all the cities of this 
vast empire by public rejoicings. 

Whilst these festivities were taking place, news was 
brought by couriers, sent by the officers who had orders 
to collect the army, that all the troops of the kingdom, 
and those of the Khan of Berlas, had assembled at Lake 
Baljouta. Immediately Timurtasch, Khalaf, and Alm- 
guer set out for the camp, where they found every thing 
in readiness, and seven hundred thousand men ready to 
march: they immediately took the road to Kotan, from 
whence they marched to Raschar, and at length entered 
the dominions of the Sultan of Carisma. 

This prince, informed of their numbers, and of the in- 
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vasion of his territories, by couriers whom the governors 
of the frontier-towns had despatched, far from being 
alarmed at the number of his enemies, courageously 
prepared to meet them. Instead even of intrenching 
himself, he had the boldness to take the field himself, at 
the head of four hundred thousand men, whom he had 
hastily collected. The armies met near Cogendi, where 
they drew up in battle-array. On the side of the Chinese, 
Timurtasch commanded the right wing, Prince Almguer 
the left, and Khalaf the centre. On the other side, the 
sultan confided the command of his right wing to the 
ablest of his generals, opposed the Prince of Carisma to 
the Prince of the Nagiiis, and reserved the left to him- 
self, where the élite of his cavalry were stationed. The 
Khan of Berlas began to attack with the soldiers of his 
tribe, who, fighting like men who knew the eyes of their 
master were on them, soon turned the right wing of 
their enemies: the officer who commanded it, however, 
succeeded in reforming it almost immediately. Mean- 
while the right wing, commanded by Timurtasch, was 
not so fortunate: the sultan broke them at the first on- 
set, and the Chinese in disorder were on the point of 
taking flight, in spite of every effort of the Khan of 
the Nagiiis, when Khalaf, informed of what had taken 
place, confided the care of the centre to an experienced 
Chinese general, and rushed to the assistance of his 
father at the head of reinforcements. In a short time 
things assumed a different aspect. The left wing of the 
Carismians was driven back, and in turn routed; the 
whole of the ranks fell into disorder and were easily 
broken; the entire wing was put to flight. The sultan 
determined to conquer or die, and made incredible 
efforts to rally his soldiers; but Timurtasch and Khalaf 
gave them no time, and surrounded them on all sides, 
whilst, Prince Almguer having defeated the right wing, 
victory declared in favor of the Chinese. 

There remained but one chance of safety for the Sultan 
of Carisma, and that was to cut his way through the ranks 
of his enemies, and to take refuge with some foreign 
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prince; but he preferred not surviving his defeat to ex- 
hibiting among the nations his brow despoiled of the 
diadem: so, rushing blindly into the thickest of the 
carnage, he fell bravely, fighting to the last, and pierced 
with a thousand mortal wounds, on a heap of slain. The 
Prince of Carisma, his son, shared the same fate; two 
hundred thousand of their troops were killed or made 
prisoners, the rest seeking safety in flight. The Chinese 
also lost a great number of men; but, if the battle had 
been a bloody one, it was decisive. Timurtasch, after 
thanking Heaven for this signal success, despatched an 
officer to Pekin to give an account of the battle to the 
King of China: he then advanced into Zagatay, and 
seized upon the city of Carisma. 

He made a proclamation in this capital that he would 
not touch the property or interfere with the liberty of 
the Carismians; that, Heaven having made him master 
of the throne of his enemy, he intended to take posses- 
sion of it, and that henceforth Zagatay, and the other 
countries which had been under the sway of the sul- 
tan, should acknowledge for their sovereign his son 
Khalaf. 

The Carismians, tired of the harsh rule of their late 
master, and persuaded that that of Khalaf would be 
milder, submitted readily, and proclaimed as sultan 
this young prince, with whose merits they were 
acquainted. Whilst the new sultan took all neces- 
sary measures to strengthen his position, Timurtasch 
departed with a body of Chinese troops with all possible 
speed to his own dominions. The Nagäi-Tartars re- 
ceived him like faithful subjects, and were overjoyed to 
see their legitimate sovereign: but he was not content 
with regaining his throne; he declared war against the 
Circassians, in order to punish them for their treachery 
to Prince Khalaf at Jund. Instead of trying to 
appease him by submission, these warlike people 
speedily collected an army to oppose him. He at- 
tacked them, and cut them nearly all to pieces,—after 
which he caused himself to be proclaimed King of 
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Circassia, and then returned to Zagatay, where he 
found Elmaze and Tourandocte, whom Altoun-Khan 
had sent to Carisma in great state. 

Such was the end of the misfortunes of Prince 
Khalaf, who gained by his virtues the love and esteem 
of the Carismians. He reigned long and peacefully 
over them, and never abated in his love for Touran- 
docte: he had a second son by her, who became after- 
ward the Sultan of Carisma. As for the Prince of 
China, Altoun-Khan brought him up, and chose him 
for his successor. Timurtasch and the Princess Elmaze 
passed the rest of their days at Astrachan, and the 
Khan of Berlas, after having received from them and 
their children all the tokens of gratitude which his 
generosity merited, retired to his tribe with the re- 
mainder of his troops. 





IV. 
THE WISE DEY. 


CHaaBAaN, Dey of Algiers, being dead, the Turkish 
janissaries bethought themselves of electing a new dey ; 
and their intention was to place in this high station an 
inert, weak, and indolent man, who would allow them 
to be their own masters, to act as they pleased either 
with or without justice, and who would never inflict 
any punishment upon them. Passing through the 
streets of Algiers, they beheld Hadgi-Achmet, a man 
of ripe age, seated peaceably at the door of his dwelling, 
and carefully mending his old slippers, without taking 
any part either in the outcries, the conversation, or 
the gossiping going on all around him. Hadgi-Achmet 
seemed to them to be just the sort of apathetic man 
they were in search of,—a man who would never inter- 
fere with any one, would allow them to do exactly as 
they pleased, and who, in short, would be but the 
shadow of a dey. They therefore laid hold of Hadgi- 
Achmet, tore him from his work, led him to the divan, 
and elected him dey in spite of himself. 

Hadgi-Achmet, thus forced to assume the reins of 
government, wisely examined into the duties of his new 
position, and set himself to fulfil them with as much 
assiduity and zeal as he had employed in the humbler 
task of mending his old slippers. He watched over 
the interests of the country and over those of justice, 
and punished severely all misdeeds which came under 
his observation,—having a stern, strange habit of knit- 
ting his shaggy eyebrows and flashing his brilliant 
eyes whenever any thing mean or wicked came under 
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Turkish janissaries and to several members of the 
divan. Four of these latter formed a species of plot 
with the design of bringing Hadgi-Achmet into con- 
tempt in the eyes of the public. Now, as it was the 
pleasure of the dey to administer justice himself, and 
to inquire into the smallest matter that concerned the 
interests of the people, they thought to render him 
ridiculous, by begging him one day to judge four distinct 
matters, unworthy, in their opinion, to occupy the atten- 
tion of a great ruler. 

‘* Hadgi-Achmet,”? said one of the members of the 
divan to the dey, “my lord, here is a culprit who can 
only be judged by thee, O sun of justice! He is a 
Tunisian merchant, who has established himself a 
short time since at Bab-a-Zoun Street, not far from 
the mosque. At first he carried on his trade with 
tolerable honesty; but by degrees it has been shown 
that he is nothing better than a rogue, and has cheated 
a great number of his customers in the weight, the 
quality, and the value of his goods. Thou knowest 
well the law which condemns such offenders to lose an 
ear. This man was seized, carried before the cadi, 
and, his rogueries being but too apparent, condemned 
by the cadi to lose his left ear, the right being reserved 
in the event of fresh misdemeanors. But when the 
man’s turban was removed it was discovered that his 
left ear was already gone. The cadi, being informed 
of the fact, ordered the right ear to be cut off. To 
execute this order, they had to pull the hand of the 
culprit away from his right ear, and when this had 
been done it was discovered that the Tunisian’s right 
ear was missing as well as the left. The cadi-there- 
fore sent to inform me; and I, knowing the pleasure 
thou takest in resolving grave and important questions, 
have come to submit this one to thy consummate pru- 
dence, to thy glorious justice.” 

Hadgi-Achmet, having heard these words, knit his 
brows; his eyes flashed fire upon him who had just 
spoken, and upon all those who were present at this 
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audience: then, turning toward the man without ears, 
he said,— l 

“Since thou hast always been a rogue, and that 
nothing could reform thee, I condemn thee all thy life 
long to wear neither turban nor any head-dress what- 
soever to conceal the mutilation of thy ears. Pur- 
chasers, on beholding this mutilation, will shun thee if 
they are wise, for no one is ignorant that a merchant 
without ears is nothing else than a rogue.” 

The earless Tunisian went sadly away. Being com- 
pelled to exhibit to every one and at all times the 
mutilation he had undergone was a far worse punish- 
ment than the loss of five hundred ears, if he had had 
them. 

This judgment pronounced, a second member of the 
divan addressed the dey :— 

“ Hadgi-Achmet, our lord and master, here are two 
men who are quarrelling upon a question which thou 
only canst decide by thy profound wisdom. One of 
these men is the father of a beautiful and promising 
boy. He had this son and two others. One day, about 
ten years ago, Ibrahim, his neighbor, who was childless, 
said to him, ‘Chamyl, give me thy youngest son: I will 
adopt him: he shall live in my house, inherit my wealth, 
and be happy. If thou desirest it, I will give thee in 
exchange for thy son my country-house at Boudjaréah: 
thou knowest that the north breeze is wafted there in 
the hottest days of summer.’ 

‘‘Chamyl consented to give his son, and took the 
house at Boudjaréah in exchange. Ormed, the son of 
Chamyl, went to live with Ibrahim, who soon loved him 
very tenderly, whilst Ormed, if only out of gratitude, 
soon became much attached to him. 

‘‘Chamyl has now lost both his other sons, and, 
having become rich, desires to take back Ormed, say- 
ing, ‘This child is henceforth the sole hope of my race, 
the joy of my heart, and I wish him to become my heir.’ 

“As for Ibrahim, he has lost nearly the half of his for- 
tune, but he has not lost the attachment which he bears 
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to his adopted son. On the contrary, his affection 
continues daily to strengthen for this child, who is 
endowed with the finest qualities of mind and with a 
grateful and affectionate heart. 

‘With whom dost thou decree that Ormed shall re- 
main ?—with his adopted or with his real father ?” 

Hadgi-Achmet, addressing himself to Chamyl, said, 
“In what does thy fortune consist ?” 

Chamyl enumerated his possessions :—a house, a ship, 
several country-houses, and merchandise. 

“Can these things be removed?’ asked Hadgi- 
Achmet. 

“ Some of them can,” replied Chamy]l. 

“And the others,” replied Hadgi-Achmet,—*“ couldst 
not thou, if necessary, dispose of them, and buy others 
with the price ?” 

“I could,” replied Chamyl. 

“And the affection which thou hadst for thy sons who 
are dead,—couldst thou transfer it and bestow it upon 
other children ?”’ 

“Ah! that would be impossible,” replied Chamyl, sor- 
rowfully. 

“Then affection cannot be transferred or exchanged,” 
sald Hadgi-Achmet; ‘and, as it forms part of the heart ` 
of a man, itis of far higher consequence than material 
things, is it not ?” 

“ Yes, my lord,” answered Chamyl. 

“ So that,” continued the dey, “ we may say to a man, 
Sell, or give away, thy possessions ; but we cannot, with- 
out absurdity, say to any one, Cease to love him whom 
thou lovest. For which reason, Chamyl, I condemn 
thee to leave with Ibrahim the child whom he loves, 
and whom thou voluntarily gavest him when thou hadst 
affection for thy two sons who are no more. As to thy 
possessions, thou canst bear them whithersoever thou 
wilt, for riches are not the heart.” 

“But I love my son,” cried Chamyl, “and I will 
have him, and him only, for my heir.” 

“Ah, thou lovest thy son,” rejoined Hadgi-Achmet. 
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“ It may be so, but thou gavest no proofs of it so long 
as thy two other children were alive. Moreover, thou 
hast taken a house in exchange for thy son: it is exactly 
the same as if thou hadst sold thy child.” 

“I was poor,” murmured Chamy]l. 

“A lame excuse,” said the dey; “for there are many 
more poor men than rich men; yet we do not see poor 
men giving up their children for any gain whatsoever.” 

“ No, no! I have not sold my son,” cried Chamyl, 
“and my son is mine.” 

“ No, thy son is no longer thine,” said the dey, “for 
thou art not a father after my heart, and for ten years 
thy son has been cared for by the man to whom thou 
gavest him in exchange for a house. Ibrahim has not 
deserved that the child whom he so tenderly loves 
should be taken from him, and I order him to be left 
with him. But, since thou wilt have none other than 
thy son for thine heir, I decree moreover that all thy 
property shall revert to him after thy death, which is 
nothing but justice.” 

Ibrahim then interposed. ‘My lord,” said he to 
the dey, ““Ormed and I have no need of the fortune of 
Chamyl. What Allah has left to us is sufficient for 
our wants. Permit Chamyl, then, to preserve the right 
of choosing for himself an heir among orphans or poor 
children, of whom he will now probably adopt one.” 

“ No,” replied the dey; ‘the man who has been 
able to calmly select one from among his own chil- 
dren and barter him for a house can never attach him- 
self to the orphan or the unfortunate. I see no reason 
to alter the judgment I have pronounced. Ormed will 
have for his inheritance the love of his adopted father 
and the wealth of his real one.” 

Chamyl withdrew, greatly incensed at this judgment, 
which seemed to him unjust, but which appeared highly 
equitable to the inhabitants of Aldgezaire. 

A third member of the divan then addressed Hadgi- 
Achmet :— 

“AH thy words bear the impress of the wisdom which 
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illuminates thee. It suffices to hear thee in order to 
know and venerate thee. If we do not abuse thy 
patience and thy goodness, it is because both are in- 
exhaustible. Behold,’ added he, “a woman veiled, 
according to the law. She accuses her husband of 
leaving her to perish with hunger, whilst her husband 
here maintains that the woman tells an infamous un- 
truth, and that he supplies her with ample means for 
becoming fat and strong: he adds, that the famished 
locusts from the desert eat not more voraciously than 
doth this woman, all the while remaining lean and 
feeble, as thou seest. The woman persists in asserting 
that her husband seareely gives her sufficient to lan- 
guish on like a dying tree, and she claims thy pity 
and thy justice.” 

Hadgi-Achmet, having heard these words, knit his 
brows; his eyes flashed fire upon him who had just 
spoken, and upon those present at this audience. 
Then he said, ‘‘ Mahmoud, dost thou declare that thou 
affordest sufficient nourishment to thy wife?” 

“ Yes, my lord,” replied Mahmoud. 

“And thou, woman,” said the dey,—‘‘ dost thou still 
maintain that thy husband leaves thee in want of nou- 
rishment ?” 

“ Yes, my lord,” replied the poor starving woman, in 
a faint voice, and extending her transparent hands and 
long thin arms in a supplicating manner toward her 
master and her judge. 

‘Art thou poor?” demanded Hadgi-Achmet of Mah- 
moud. 

“ No, my lord,” replied Mahmoud; ‘ I could support 
several wives if I wished, but it pleases me to have only 
this one in my house.” 

“Ah, thou couldst support several wives,” replied 
the dey; ‘‘and why then dost thou not give to this one 
all she desires, even supposing she devoured as vora- 
ciously as the famished locusts of the desert ?” 

“I never refuse her any thing,” said Mahmoud. 

The poor veiled woman sighed. 
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“Well,” added Hadgi-Achmet, “since thou art both 
rich and generous, I will put thee in the position to 
repel an, accusation so disgraceful to thee as that of 
leaving the woman whom thou hast espoused to perish 
of hunger. To which end I order that thy wife shall 
dwell in my palace in the apartments of my women 
and receive from thee a pension which will enable her 
to purchase whatever food she may desire. . If at the 
end of a year of peace and plenty she should still pos- 
sess that feeble voice and that excessive thinness which 
inspire my compassion, I shall regard her as inflicted 
with an incurable malady, and will leave her to go and 
die beneath thy roof; but if, on the contrary, she re- 
gains strength and voice, thou shalt be hung, not only 
for having violated the law which commands the hus- 
band to minister to the support of his wife, but still 
more for having led before thy lord and thy judge, 
who knows and ever will know how to punish those 
who offend him.” 

Having spoken thus, Hadgi-Achmet cast terrible 
looks upon all the men present at this audience. Mah- 
moud withdrew only too sure of being hung next year, 
and every one preserved a gloomy silence which lasted 
for several minutes. 

Hadgi-Achmet meanwhile resumed :—‘“‘If there re- 
mains any other cause for me to judge, let it be de- 
clared.”’ 

Then, with less self-possession and confidence than 
his colleagues had displayed, a fourth member of the 
divan presented himself. ‘‘ Here, my lord,” said he, 
‘is a strange affair which occupies us, and which thou 
alone canst judge. 

“These two men here present are twin-brothers. 
They have always loved each other, and have never 
been separated. Their father is just dead. After 
having deplored his loss, they said to each other, ‘The 
roof of our father’s dwelling has sheltered us to this 
day: let it shelter us still, and let us amicably share all 
that is left us by our father,—arms, vestments, or jewels.’ 
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“But all at once an object presented itself which 
could not be divided, and for the loss of which nothing 
else would compensate. The article in quegion is a 
holy amulet, which it is said bestows wisdom on him 
who wears it upon his breast beneath his tunic. Now, 
the two brothers equally desire wisdom, and both would 
fain possess the precious talisman left them ‘by their 
father.” 

Hadgi-Achmet, having heard these words, knit his 
brows; again his eyes flashed fire, as he said to one of 
the twins,— 

“ Mozza, canst thou not yield to thy brother, who 
so earnestly desires it, the amulet left you both by your 
father ?” 

“No, my lord,” replied Mozza: “I could easily re- 
concile myself to my brother’s being richer than myself, 
but not to his being wiser!” 

Hadgi-Achmet turned to the other brother :— 

“Farzan, canst thou not yield to thy brother the 
amulet he wishes to possess ?” 

“No, my lord,” replied Farzan, “for wisdom not 
alone bestows upon its possessor the things of the earth, 
but those also which belong to heaven, and I desire 
those above all.” 

Hadgi-Achmet then ordered Mozza to place upon his 
breast beneath his tunic the cherished amulet, which 
being done, he said to the young man,— 

“I am charmed to find that thou preferrest wisdom 
to fortune, for wisdom is above all. But dost thou not 
see that it is wise to be at peace with thy brother, and 
that to obtain this peace there is no sacrifice too great? 
To yield to thy brother is the beginning and the end 
of wisdom; he who yields is ever the best and the 
wisest. On this ground thou wilt now, I am persuaded, 
yield cheerfully this amulet to thy brother.” 

“I repeat, my lord,” answered Mozza, “that I will 
yield every thing to my brother,—slaves, diamonds, 
house,—my entire fortune; but I will never willingly give 
up this sacred amulet: it is the only heritage I covet.” 
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“ Ah,” said Hadgi-Achmet, ‘thou hast not changed 
thy mind, then! Well, give me thy father’s amulet.” 

Mozza reluctantly handed the precious talisman to 
the dey. 

“ Farzan,” said the dey, “place this amulet upon thy 
breast and beneath thy tunic.” 

Farzan obeyed. He had no sooner placed the amulet 
upon his breast than he felt so lively a joy that he would © 
have embraced his brother had he dared, and his eyes 
glistened with pleasure. 

“Ah,” said Hadgi-Achmet, addressing himself to 
Farzan, “I perceive that this amulet has great power 
over thee. Thy heart is opened to wisdom, and thou 
wilt renounce foolish quarrels, wilt thou not, and 
yield to thy brother the talisman which he so much 
desires, and of which he has perhaps greater need than 
thou?” 

«I cried Farzan: “rather would I die than part 
with my fathers amulet! I feel myself capable of 
plunging my dagger into the bosom of any one rash 
enough to attempt to tear it from me, whoever he 
might bë.” 

“In truth,” rejoined Hadgi-Achmet, “I see that 
this amulet is far from bestowing all the wisdom of 
which you young: men deem it capable. On the con- 
trary, it only seems to me fit to sow dissensions between 
you, since, notwithstanding you have both worn it upon 
your breast, you have nevertheless preserved your ani- 
mosity and unjust pretensions in the dispute in ques- 
tion. For which reason I ordain that this precious 
talisman, of whose real power we are doubtless ignorant, 
shall remain in my palace and be restored in ten years’ 
time to whichever of you two shall have given by his 
conduct the most incontestable proofs of piety and 
virtue.” 

Having heard this sentence, the two brothers sorrow- 
fully withdrew. But they had no sooner crossed the 
threshold of the palace than they were reconciled to 
each other, avowing that the dey had acted with 
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justice, and thenceforth they lived happy and united as _ 
before. 

In the mean time, Hadgi-Achmet, having delivered 
these four judgments, knit his brows once more, and, 
turning to the members of the divan, addressed them 
as follows :— 

“Joyfully have I just occupied myself with the 
smallest things which concern the welfare and repose 
of my subjects, and I should not regret my time had 
it been employed in affairs still more trifling. Every 
thing appears of importance to me which in any way 
relates to the well-being of one of those over whom 
Allah has made me sovereign. I nothing doubt that 
you applaud my conduct, and that you would gladly 
imitate my zeal in the service of the people. Your 
praises prove it; but I know well that men such as 
you prefer proving their zeal by actions rather than 
by words. Iam therefore about to intrust you with a 
task of great importance to me, since it is for the most 
interesting class of my subjects, namely, the most un- 
fortunate. JI am about to distribute, before the Rama- 
dan, four sacks of rice among poor old men and widows. 
An unskilful hand has contrived, in filling these sacks 
with the rice, to spill among it a quantity of oats. Now, 
as I do not wish these poor people to think them- 
selves treated with contempt by receiving rice mixed 
with oats, I wish that pious hands should carefully sift 
the rice and extract from it these grains. It is on 
you I rely for the performance of this duty, which 
awaits you in one of the halls of my palace. I cannot 
at this moment be an eye-witness of your zeal in obcy- 
ing me and serving the people; but, before your task 
is finished, I will be with you.” 

Having spoken these words, the dey caused the mem- 
bers of the divan to be respectfully conducted by his 
guards to a large hall, where they found four sacks of 
rice and several baskets. 

The members of the divan, feeling persuaded that 
this was an affair which more nearly concerned their 


THE WISE DEY. 193 


heads than the sacks of rice, set themselves silently to 
this unexpected work, whilst the guards remained sta- 
tionary at the entrance of the hall in which „the labor 
was being carried on. 

The flight of a mosquito might have been heard in 
this hall where the members of the divan were busily 
engaged sifting the rice for the poor, all the while 
vowing to be revenged upon Hadgi-Achmet if they 
ever had the power. 

Toward the evening the members of the divan were 
joined by Hadgi-Achmet, who, perceiving that one of 
them had made less progress in his task than his three 
colleagues, said,— 

“I would not accuse thee of want of zeal: man 
knows not always what he wishes, nor knows what he 
can do; I will therefore aid thee in thy task.” And he 
began gravely to assist the four members of the divan 
in sifting the rice of the poor. 

The tasks being accomplished, the four sacks of rice 
were carefully closed. Hadgi-Achmet thanked his 
enemies, and caused them to be conducted with the 
greatest respect to the gates of his palace. 

These men, left to themselves, regarded each other 
with consternation and shame: they then said, “ We 
would fain have laughed at Hadgi-Achmet, and it is 
he who has mocked us. Let us henceforth abstain from 
criticizing his scrupulous exactitude in rendering justice, 
but let us think only of avenging ourselves.” 

But they sought the opportunity in vain. MHadgi- 
Achmet, who had commenced his career by so carefully 
mending his old slippers, held the reins of power with 
a strong hand; and, whilst other deys in those times 
almost always met a violent death by steel or poison, 
he died peacefully in his palace, after having lived 
many long years. 
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THE TUNISIAN SAGE; OR, THE POWDER 
OF LONGEVITY. 


SELIM-BEN-Fousr had been twenty years engaged in 
commerce when he inherited a fortune which greatly 
surpassed his wants and even his desires. 

As he had lost all his children, his great wealth 
caused him but little joy, and he felt it even embarrass. 
ing to possess so much gold and so many precious 
things, of which he should never be able to make any 
use. 

“Tam now fifty,” said he, ‘‘and were I to live to a 
hundred I should not spend half of what I possess. 
I can only take one meal at a time, dress in a single 
suit, and sleep in but one bed. Hence, if.I can but 
rest in peace in a substantial and commodious house, 
eat as much as I desire, and invite a friend to partake 
of my repast, that is all I need wish for. I have there- 
fore resolved to give away the half of my fortune during 
my lifetime, that I may enjoy the pleasure of beholding 
happiness of my own creating.” 

Having formed this generous project, Selim never- 
theless wished, before putting it into execution, to take 
counsel with two of his friends. 

Quitting therefore his country-house at Boudjaréah, 
he repaired to Aldgezaire, where in the garden of the 
grand mosque dwelt usually a sage mufti, a grave and 
reverend man. Seating himself by his side beneath 
the shade of some flowering pomegranate-trees, he thus 
accosted him :— 

“ Mehemet, I have come to visit thee in order to 


open my whole heart to thee and take counsel of thy 
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wisdom. I am suddenly become very rich, as thou 
knowest, and I have no son to inherit my wealth: is it 
not too great for a single solitary man? speak ; answer 
me.” ? 

“That which Allah gives should never be despised,” 
replied the sage. 

“I do not disdain my riches,” replied Selim, “‘ but I 
am thinking of sharing them with others, and of keep- 
ing only what is necessary to my existence for the re- 
mainder of my days.” 

“ Thou knowest not what the number of thy days will 
be.” 

“I will suppose that I may enjoy the longest of lives, 
—a hundred years, for example: thinkest thou I shall 
live yet longer ?” 

“Allah alone knows.” 

“ Let us say five hundred,” continued Selim: “surely 
that covers all chances. Well, then, during this long 
course of years, would it not be more agreeable to me 
to know that my riches are useful, than to feel that 
they were hidden in some coffer where they might be- 
come an object of envy to the poor or tempt the cupidity 
of the ill-doer ?” 

‘‘ May-be so,” said the mufti. 

“ My thought is a good one, then ?” 

“ It may be; but will it be good in practice? I can- 
not say. Nothing is more common than to think 
wisely ; nothing more rare than to put wise thoughts 
into practice.” 

“Advise me,” said Selim, “and I shall then be sure 
of fulfilling the law, and of doing good. How ought I 
to distribute the half of my large fortune ?”’ 

The mufti reflected profoundly, and then replied :— 

“ I advise thee first to take at least one year to reflect 
upon thy project. Time is the sun that ripens the 
thoughts of men. We never repent of having reflected 
before acting; we often regret not having done so. 
Reflect, then, and afterward come and consult with 
mre. 
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Selim quitted the mosque, and repaired to Bab-a-Zoun 
Street, to the house of his other friend, a Moorish mer- 
chant, who labored hard to support himself by his 
calling. He began thus :— 

“ We have been friends and have known each other 
these ten years, for which reason I come to put to theo 
this question :—‘ In what way, thinkest thou, a man who 
is both rich and beneficent should employ his fortune 
in order to be useful?’ ” 

The Moorish merchant replied, ‘‘Thou makest a very 
singular demand of me. I cannot believe that a man 
can find any difficulty in giving, if he really possess the 
desire. He may found a mosque, succor the aged, sup- 
port the widow and the orphan, enrich his friends, if 
he have any,—and the rich are seldom without friends.” 

“ But thou,” rejoined Selim, ‘if thou hadst aught to 
give away, what wouldst thou do ?” 

“I? IT cannot fancy myself having any thing to give 
away, seeing that I can scarcely pay the rent of my 
poor shop and fill that shop with a few sacks of rice 
and a little coffee. If I had money, it is very certain 
that I should begin by buying a house and goods. It 
is of no use to say to a poor man like me, ‘To whom 
wouldst thou give thy money?’ But, I repeat to thee, 
there is no lack of good actions to be done. Happy he 
who has only to choose.” 

“Thou art right,” said Selim to his friend; and, 
quitting him, he returned to his country-house at 
Boudjaréah. One of his neighbors, Achmet the Arab, 
accosted him upon the road thither; and Selim, having 
stopped to converse with his friend, said to him, “ Thou 
art of aripe age, and art not wanting in experience of 
the things of this life. Tell me, then, if thou considerest 
that it would be well for a man who is rich and child- 
less to give away, while still living, the half of his for- 
tune, reserving the other half, upon which to subsist 
honorably the remainder of his days.” 

Achmet replied, ‘I cannot say whether it is better in 
the sight of Allah to give away or to retain the goods 
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with which he has endowed thee. As for myself, I have 
nothing to give, for I have a very small fortune, and a 
great many children; but, if I were rich and without 
heirs, I would bury my gold in some corner of my gar- 
den, sooner than bestow it to gratify men who are either 
wicked or ungrateful,—and such they almost all are. 
This gold would sooner or later be discovered by some 
one whom Allah desired to enrich, and thus I should 
not be responsible for the use that was made of it.” 

“Thy idea is not, perhaps, a bad one,’ said Selim, 
‘and I will certainly reflect upon it.” 

While Selim and his neighbor were talking together, 
a Tunisian of miserable aspect approached the spot. 
This was no other than Hussein Muley, a physician of 
Tunis. He was already advanced in years, and: passed 
for a man rich in science but poor in money. Selim 
requested this man to rest himself in his house, and, his 
invitation being accepted, he saluted his neighbor Ach- 
met, and conducted his guest into one of the fresh and 
salubrious halls of his smiling abode. Hussein Muley, 
fatigued by two hours’ walk under a broiling sun, threw 
himself upon a divan, whilst fruits and coffee were 
abundantly served to him. When he had somewhat 
reposed and refreshed himself, Selim said to him, ina 
friendly manner, “Iam happy to receive thee at my 
house, because thou art a wise man, and of good renown 
in thy profession. Thou hast travelled, read, and seen 
life: thou must of necessity be able to judge wisely of 
the things which relate to this life. I should therefore 
be very glad to have thy opinion upon a project which 
I have formed. I have become very rich by inheritance; 
and, having no children, I think of disposing, while yet 
living, of a great portion of my wealth. In what way 
dost thou consider it would be most desirable to employ 
this wealth ?” 

Hussein Muley regarded Selim with surprise. 

“Thou wouldst give away a great portion of what thou 
hast,” said he. ‘This is, indeed, a marvellous thing. 
I have, as thou sayest, travelled, read, and seen life, but 
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never yet have I heard of any man giving away, during 
his lifetime, the greater part of his fortune.” 

“ Does that prove that it would be wrong to do so?” 
demanded Selim. 

“I know not,” replied the Tunisian, falling into a fit 
of profound meditation, and looking all the while at 
the tips of his old slippers, instead of contemplating 
from afar the ever-changing sea and azure sky. 

“On what dost thou muse?” at length demanded 
Selim. 

“Į was thinking: I was thinking that if the duration 
of man’s life were longer it would be better both for 
those who study science, and for those who are the 
fortunate possessors of great wealth ; it would be equally 
good for the poor, since they might one day hope to en- 
joy the fruit of their toils, if they took pains to become 
rich.” 

‘“What profits it to meditate so deeply upon a thing 
which all the reflections of man cannot change?” 

“Ido not regard the prolongation of human existence 
as impossible. Hitherto physicians have most frequently 
been instrumental in abridging it. My aim is to repair 
the wrongs they have involuntarily committed. I would 
have succeeding ages regard my memory with gratitude.” 

“What sayest thou?” cried Selim. “Thou wouldst 
change the order of things, the whole course of nature?” 

“« Nothing can convince me that we follow the course 
of nature by dying at sixty or eighty years of age, when 
men formerly lived hundreds of years. On the con- 
trary, I am certain that we were created to live longer, 
—much longer; and I consecrate all my days, my nights, 
and my studies to the pursuit of a discovery which is 
destined to prolong the existence of mankind, and 
renew the state of things as they were when men mar- 
ried at a hundred years of age and lived to see their 
sons’ sons grow up and marry in their turn. Why, have 
I often asked myself, should our lives be shorter than 
those of an oak of the forests, of a serpent, or even of a 
vulture ?” 
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“If we lived as long as an oak,” replied Selim, “the 
cedars and the palm-tree would still live longer than 
we.” 

“Thou dost but jest; but thy jesting is ill-timed; 
nothing is more serious than the thought which occu- 
pies me. Thou thyself, confess now, wouldst thou not 
be enchanted to see suns succeed suns, and to contem- 
plate for ages to come the wonders of the heavens and 
the fecundity of the earth ?” 

Selim reflected a little, and replied, “Man does not 
love death, it is true; nevertheless, life is not so de- 
sirable as thou wouldst fain have us believe.” 

“Then thou desirest not to prolong thy days upon the 
earth? For myself, I confess that I desire it greatly ; 
so that, besides my days and my nights, I consecrate all 
that I glean from learned researches to the accomplish- 
ment of: this great end. Iam already upon the track. 
But, unfortunately, gold is wanting: this gold which 
thou despisest, or knowest not how to employ,—this 
gold would in my hands contribute to the happiness of 
future generations. With gold—with gold you can pur- 
chase books of precious value, measure the stars, dig the 
bowels of the earth, rend metals from her bosom, de- 
compose substances, —in short, penetrate into every mys- 
tery. Yes, gold which heretofore has been unable to 
bestow a day—nay, an hour—upon its possessor, gold in 
my hands would accomplish a wondrous discovery. I 
should certainly not keep the secret for myself alone, 
and I should share it first of all with the man whose 
wealth had helped me to the means of obtaining it.” 

“ But, shouldst thou discover the means of prolonging 
my life for many centuries, I should not then be rich 
enough to give away half of my fortune.” 

“What!” cried the physician of Tunis; ‘is not life 
preferable to all the riches in the world? and if at this 
moment it were said to thee, ‘Thou shalt die; or give 
up the whole of thy possessions,’ wouldst thou not readily 
yield them to avoid the thrust of a yataghan or the dis- 
charge of a gun in thy breast?” 
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“Thou puzzlest me; but I think that in such a case 
I should give up my property to preserve my life.” 

“Thou seest, then, that life is dear, even to the poor. 
Why not, therefore, endeavor to prolong thine own? 
Even if my profound science did not succeed, thou 
wouldst still be rich enough to enjoy an existence of the 
shorter duration.” 

Listening thus to the learned physician, Selim fell by 
degrees into a profound reverie, and the Tunisian, in- 
stead of continuing his discourse, gave himself up to 
meditation also; so that both these two men became 
absorbed in their own dreams in presence of each other, 
but without communicating their ideas, and Allah alone 
knows of what they were thinking. 

After long and silent reflection, Selim said to Hussein 
Muley, “‘ Before seeing thee I had intended to bestow 
while yet alive one-half of my fortune in making others 
happy. It will, I think, be no change of purpose if I 
aid thee in pursuing those learned researches which tend 
to prolong the life of man. For which reason, Hussein 
Muley, I propose at once to present thee with the gold 
of which thou hast need. Come with me.” 

The Tunisian, appearing more astonished than re- 
joiced at these words, gravely arose, followed Selim into 
another apartment in the house, and received from him 
a little casket filled with pieces of gold. 

“ Employ this wisely,” said Selim, “and communicate 
to me the result of thy labor.” 

“I will not fail to do so,” replied Hussein Muley. 
And, clasping the precious casket to his breast, he 
exclaimed, “ Here, then, is the means of satisfying my 
thirst for knowledge, of surmounting all obstacles, of 
snatching from the past the secret which shall add 
hundreds of years to the existence of man and prolong 
his days to the space of those of his fathers. Selim,” 
added he, “thou dost a meritorious action in giving 
me this. I need not thank thee, because I am going 
to work for thee as for myself: nevertheless I do thank 
thee, and with my whole heart.” 
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Having said these words, the learned physician with- 
drew gravely, and with an air of deep abstraction. 

Selim was not less preoccupied. Left to himself, 
he meditated long and profoundly on long and short 
lives, and on the prodigies accomplished by science, 
and he ended by asking himself whether he should 
confide to the sage mufti, whom he was soon about to 
see again, what he had done for Hussein Muley, and his 
hope of beholding the existence of the human species 
prolonged to an almost indefinite period. His final 
resolution was to admit no one to his confidence in the 
matter, but to await in silence the marvellous discovery 
of his new friend Hussein Muley, the physician of 
Tunis. 

Several months passed by without the reappearance 
of the latter, but when at length he returned to Boud- 
jaréah he was yellower, leaner, and more attenuated 
even than aman who had crossed on foot the mighty 
desert of Sahara. His limbs, in fact, could scarcely 
support his trembling frame. 

“Well,” said Selim, ‘“‘ what has befallen thee? Art 
thou sick, or dost thou return to me perishing of 
hunger ?” 

“No, but I have travelled night and day beneath 
the pale light of the stars and the burning rays of the 
sun, and have often forgotten to take necessary sus- 
tenance, so deeply was I absorbed in my studies.” 

‘Well, and the result ?” 

“« Alas! I have not yet succeeded as I could desire. 
Thus far have I attained only, that I have secured the 
power of prolonging our days fifty years.’ 

Having uttered these words, Hussein Muley sorrow- 
fully clasped his withered hands upon his breast, and 
then added :— 

“I know that such a discovery would afford intense 
joy to any other but myself, but it is far from satisfying 
me. To live fifty years longer than usual, what is 
that?” 

“Tt is something, nevertheless,” replied Selim; “and 
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wilt thou tell me what is necessary to be done in order 
to add fifty years to one’s existence?” 

‘Will I tell thee?” cried the Tunisian; “I am come 
expressly for that purpose, and to give thee this powder. 
It must be taken every morning fasting, for one year, 
three months, a week, and a day, without fail.” 

“« I must write down these directions,” said Selim. 

He wrote them down at once, and then asked, “Dost 
thou not think thou shouldst rest satisfied with thy 
discovery, and begin to live well and sleep well, in order 
to enjoy the remaining years of thy hfe?” 

“I have no desire to repose yet from my labors. Of 
what account are fifty years added to sixty or eighty, 
soon to be over for me? No, no; I would live two 
centuries at the least, to enjoy the fruits of my toil, 
and make the fortunes of my children, and my chil- 
dren’s ehildren. For thou dost not imagine we shall 
at first give to every one for nothing this magnificent 
secret which has cost us so much. It is this secret 
which will procure us the means of living in splendor 
to the end of our days. Thou canst, for heavy sums of 
money, dispose of the powder which I shall have com- 
posed to whomsoever thou pleasest, while I on my 
part equally will part with it for gold; and when at 
length we die, surfeited with life, we will leave our 
secret to the multitude that survives us.” 

“This arrangement seems to me just, and well con- 
ceived. Nevertheless, I desire not to sell the powder; 
but may I bestow it, and at once, upon one or two men 
whom I esteem highly ?” 

“No; let us not yet draw attention to our happy for- 
tune: let us wait until my discovery shall be completely 
perfected.” 

‘Agreed; but I lament to see thee yellow, thin, and 
attenuated, as thou art.” 

‘Oh, that is nothing,” said the Tunisian, striking his 
forehead with his hands: ‘‘do not let my haggard ap- 
pearance disturb thee. I would rather have nothing 
but skin upon my bones and keep my secret to myself. 
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I shall soon regain my flesh and my complexion. No; 
my health causes me no uneasiness. I merely suffer 
from anxiety, which arises from not having money sufti- 
cient for the prosecution of my studies.” 

‘“‘ Dost thou require much?” demanded Selim. 

‘‘ Ah, yes, much,” replied Hussein, with a sigh; ‘‘and 
if I fail in procuring it, instead of living fifty years 
longer than the usual course of things, J will either 
starve myself to death or drown myself in the well of 
my house.” 

‘Beware of acting thus,” said Selim. “I can still 
give thee something: make use of that, and afterward 
follow my advice, and sell to some rich man thy pow- 
der, in order to meet the expenses of thy lengthened 
researches.” : 

Hussein Muley appeared to meditate profoundly with 
his forehead buried in his hands, and seemed not to 
listen to Selim, but it is not improbable that he heard 
him very well. 

“Thou dost not listen to me,” continued Selim. 
“ Hussein! Hussein! I will give thee another little ` 
casket of gold; but after this casket I have nothing 
more to give thee. There will only remain just suffi- 
cient for me during the time that I hope to live, thanks 
to thy powder. If thou discoverest another still more 
marvellous, thou wilt give it me, at least for my own 
use, wilt thou not?” 

Hussein Muley seemed suddenly to come to himself, 
and exclaimed, — 

“Oh, I have at length found that of which I was 
in search! Yes, one herb alone is now wanting: I 
will go in quest of it, were it at the other end of the 
earth, and I will resolve the great problem which has 
occupied me for more than thirty years. Selim! 
Selim! intrust to my keeping what thou canst still 
consecrate to the happiness of mankind, and rest as- 
sured that thou wilt merit the admiration and the grati- 
tude of ages to come.” 

“I desire neither the one nor the other,” replied 
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Selim: “I only wish to do a little good,—that is all. 
Shall I succeed in my purpose? Iwill confess to thee, 
Hussein Muley, that I have more than once regretted 
devoting my fortune to a discovery which may prove 
more fatal than useful to the world; for the world is 
already peopled enough, and what would it be if men 
lived for several centuries? Would they not kill each 
other for want of room ?” 

“Do they not already kill each other by sea and 
by land?” said Hussein Muley, with a strange smile. 
“Come,” continued he, “do not disquiet thyself about 
what will some day happen upon the earth; profit by 
what fate offers thee, and prolong thy days in peace.” 

Having thus spoken, he took the second casket prof- 
fered him by Selim, put it under his arm, and said, in a 
grave tone,— 

“I am about to undertake a journey into Asia. There, 
near the Indies, is a high mountain,—Mount Himalaya: 
dost thou not know it?” 

‘“No,”’? answered Selim. 

‘‘'Well, nor I either; but I go to cull from its summit, 
covered with perpetual snows, a plant, which will com- 
plete the discoveries I have already made.” 

“I thought that no plant was ever to be found on 
those mountain-tops covered with perpetual snow and 
frost ?” 

“There grows none, but that of which I have imme- 
diate need: I am going in quest of it, and will show it 
thee on my return.” 

‘Tt is well,” said Selim; and they separated. 

Hussein Muley retreated with rapid strides. 

Selim carefully placed in a small box the powder 
which he was to take fasting, during one year, three 
months, a week, and a day, and he began from the 
very next day to administer to himself this drug, which 
happily he did not find to be very nauseous to the 
taste. 

Meanwhile the Tunisian set out from Aldgezaire with 
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his wife, his children, and several chests, containing no 
doubt his books, and the papers necessary for his studies ; 
but Selim never saw him more. He awaited his return 
three, five, ten years; and, as he judged that ten years 
should suffice to go to Asia and scale the highest moun- 
tain there, he began to think that the yellow, thin, and 
learned Tunisian was either dead, or else had taken ad- 
vantage of his credulity and ignorance. 

Whilst these thoughts occupied his mind, an epidemic 
broke out in Aldgezaire: Selim was attacked by it. 

He therefore begged the wise mufti, who was still 
alive, to come and visit him; and then, with that burst 
of confidence which seizes men in the hour of danger, 
he opened his heart to him, and related how he had 
given two caskets full of gold to Hussein Muley, in 
the hope of prolonging the existence of mankind for 
many centuries, 

The wise mufti stroked his venerable beard and ex- 
claimed,— 

“Selim, Selim, thou hast been played upon by a 
swindler, to whom thou hast imprudently confided thy 
generous thoughts. This proves the truth of what I 
one day said to thee:—‘ With the best intentions we may 
commit the most foolish actions.’ ”’ 

“Ah,” said Selim, sorrowfully, ‘my misfortune has 
been in not spontaneously following the first impulse 
of my heart, for I had really the wish to do good, but 
in taking counsel of one and another I have followed 
the worst I received.” 

“Yes,” replied the mufti, “thou mightst perhaps 
have acted wisely in following thy first idea: at the 
same time, if thou hadst, in accordance with my advice, 
reflected longer upon thy projects of benevolence, it 
is certain that thou wouldst not have given thy gold 
to a cheat who has done nothing but laugh at thy 
credulity.” 

Selim willingly consented to acknowledge his fault. 
He confessed that it is useless to take the opinion of 
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the wise and learned, if we do not mean to profit by 
it; then he prostrated himself devoutly before Allah, 
recovered his health by degrees, and caused a large 
sum of money to be distributed among the poor of the 
mosques,—for he relied no longer on the hundreds of 
years of existence which were to come to him from 
Mount Himalaya, any more than on the powder of 
longevity. 





VI. 
THE NOSE FOR GOLD. 


MouamaMep and Yousouf, young Moors, born in Aldge- 
zaire, had loved each other from infancy, and increasing 
years only served to strengthen the bonds of their 
attachment. Besides the happiness they enjoyed in 
their mutual affection, their friendship tended also to 
elevate their characters and make them remarkable, 
for everybody knows that constant friendships are 
never the lot of vulgar minds. These two young 
men, therefore, raised themselves above the level of 
the vulgar herd by the fidelity of their affection; they 
were cited as models in their native city; people 
smiled with pleasure on seeing them pass, always 
together, ever in good humor; and although they 
were far from being rich, yet their fate was envied 
by every one. 

Mohammed and Yousouf generally dressed alike, and 
they had recourse to the same trade to gain their living. 
Their only trouble—there must always be some in this 
world—arose from the shops in which they were en- 
gaged during the day being separated from each other: 
evening, it 1s true, reunited them in the same dwelling, 
but that was not enough for them. When they married, 
even, they contrived that 1t should be to each other’s 
relatives. One family established itself on the first floor 
of the house, the other immediately above, and the two 
friends continued to love as heretofore, and to rejoice in 
their common felicity. 

Over and over again, during their long conversations, 
they would repeat, with the reiteration usual to those to 
whom a subject is clear, some such sentiments as these :— 
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“The restless periods of youth, marriage, and com- 
mercial affairs have tried our friendship without alter- 
ing it: it is henceforth secure from all changes ; old age 
will only serve to render us dearer to each other, and 
we shall leave to our families the record and example 
of an affection which a future day will doubtless see 
renewed in our sons.” 

“ It is probable,” they would often say, “that Allah, 
touched by our friendship upon earth, will reunite us 
eternally in the paradise of true believers, beneath 
fresh shades, and by the side of bubbling fountains, 
surrounded by flowers of sweet perfume.” 

At this prospect of an eternal union, an eternal hap- 
piness, both would smile in anticipation, and such ex- 
pressions as these they were never weary of repeating 
to each other. 

These two friends were about thirty years of age, 
when a lucky chance gave them the opportunity of 
accomplishing the dearest wish of their hearts,—that of 
occupying together two small shops adjoining each other. 

An old Israelite, without family and without children, 
had inhabited them for twenty years. In one he slept 
and ate, not having any other house; in the other he 
displayed his merchandise,—essences, amber, pastilles, 
necklaces and bracelets for the rich Moors, small look- 
ing-glasses, and beads of coral for the slaves,—all of 
which he sold at the dearest possible price, as if he 
had a dozen children to support, and as many of his 
co-religionists. 

Mohammed and Yousouf established themselves with 
lively satisfaction in these shops, the possession of which 
they had so long coveted, without at the same time 
desiring the death of the old Jew. They were in- 
capable of a wicked action; but, the Jew being dead, 
as they could not restore him to life, they saw no harm 
in lawfully taking possession of his domicile. This 
event seemed to complete their happiness. 

But who ean say or know what is really a good or an 
evil? who can foresee the consequences of things? 





THE NOSE FOR GOLD. 209 


Mohammed one day, while knocking a nail into the 
partition-wall between his shop and that of Yousouf, 
discovered that this wall was hollow, and that it con- 
tained some pieces of metal. His first impulse was to 
eall, “‘Yousouf! Yousouf! there is gold or silver in our 
wall ;” but the next moment he thought, ‘TI will first 
assure myself of what this part of the wall contains, 
and, if I really make a fortunate discovery, I shall give 
Yousouf such an agreeable surprise by calling him to 
partake of it.” 

Accordingly, he waited until Yousouf should be out of 
the way for an hour or two to give him the opportunity 
of exploring farther into his wall; but it so happened 
that Yousouf was never absent at all for several days 
following. 

Mohammed then said to his friend,— 

“I fancy that something has been stolen from my 
shop during the night. I shall sleep there to-night, in 
order to surprise the thief if he should reappear.” 

“Ishall not leave thee alone here all night,” replied 
Yousouf, “but shall sleep also in my shop by the side 
of thee.” 

Mohammed in vain strove to oppose the resolution of 
his friend; he could not revisit his shop alone in the 
evening, and, for several days following, Yousouf, seeing 
that he appeared pensive and uneasy, quitted him less 
than ever, and said to him, with the solicitude of true 
friendship, — 

“Thou seemest sad! Thy wife and thy sons, are 
they ill? Regrettest thou what has been taken from 
thy shop? Compensate thyself for thy loss by selecting 
whatever thou wilt from that which I possess.” 

Mohammed thanked Yousouf, and replied, with a 
smile,— 

“ Rest satisfied: I have no grief.” He dared not add, 
«I have no secret,” for he had one. 

In order, however, to put an end to the feeling of in- 
tense anxiety that filled his mind, he came to his shop 
one night unknown to Yousouf, and, hastily detaching 
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from the partition-wall first one stone, then two or three 
more, he discovered a hundred Spanish doubloons and 
eight four-dollar pieces. This was a perfeet treasure to 
Mohammed, who had never in his life possessed more 
than the half of a small house, and the few goods ex- 
posed for sale in his shop. 

“We are rich,” said he. ‘‘ Yousouf and I can now 
purchase a country-house by the sea-side, as we have so 
often wished. Our wives and our children will disport 
themselves in our sight. My son Ali, that beautiful 
child whom I so tenderly love, will be delighted to 
run among the trees and climb up into their topmost 
branches. Ah! how rejoiced I am, if only for his sake!’ 

Thus thinking, Mohammed took his gold and his 
silver, replaced, as well as he was able, the stones in his 
wall, and returned to his home, his mind occupied with 
delightful visions, and already beholding himself in 
imagination enjoying the pleasures of a delightful habi- 
tation by the sea-shore, with his beautiful Ali, that dear 
child whom he so tenderly loved. During two days he 
put off from hour to hour the disclosure which he had 
to make to Yousouf; and during those two days he re- 
volved all sorts of ideas in his mind. 

“ If I made the fortune of my son, instead of that of 
my friend,” said he at length to himself, ‘should I be 
guilty? Is not a son nearer and dearer than all the 
friends in the world? Yes; but then the gold and 
silver which I have discovered belong by rights as much 
to Yousouf as to myself, for the wall whence I have 
taken them belongs as much to his shop as to mine.” 

Unable to resolve either to share his treasure with his 
friend or to keep it for himself alone, he took the re- 
solution of carefully concealing it in the chamber in 
which he slept, and of waiting until the agitation caused 
in his mind by so important an event should have some- 
what subsided, to which end he hastened to secure his 
newly-acquired possession. 

“Reflection is no crime,” said he. Consequently he 
gave himself time to reflect, instead of following the first 
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impulse of his heart and remaining faithful to that de- 
votion of friendship which had hitherto constituted his 
pride and glory, and which still bore the promise of so 
rich a harvest in the future. 

He passed all his time, then, extended during the heat 
of the day upon a mat by the side of his merchandise, 
and with closed eyes feigning to sleep, while in reality 
he was thinking of nothing but his treasure and of what 
he ought to do with it. 

Yousouf meanwhile, impressed with the idea that his 
friend was sleeping, took every care to guard his slum- 
bers from interruption, thinking, as he gently fanned 
his fevered brow, of nothing but Mohammed, and what 
he could possibly invent to divert him and render him 
happy. 

One day, as Yousouf and Mohammed were reposing 
after their labors, an old hump-backed Jew with a sallow 
complexion and an enormous nose accosted Yousouf, 
saying,— 

‘Was it not here that Nathan Cohen, the son of 
David, lived about two years since ?” 

“Speak low,” replied Yousouf to the Jew. “My 
friend is asleep, and I would not that his slumbers 
should be disturbed.” 

The Jew seated himself on the edge of Yousouf’s little 
counter, and repeated his inquiry, at the same time 
lowering the harsh and hollow tones of his voice. 

“Yes, it was here that Nathan Cohen, the son of 
David, dwelt,” replied the young Moor. 

‘Ah!’ said the old Jew, working his large and flexible 
nostrils, ‘‘I was sure of it: that is why I scent gold hid- 
den here.” 

“Indeed!” said Yousouf, regarding somewhat incre- 
dulously the extraordinary nose of his interlocutor. 
“Thou dost well to talk of smelling gold, or silver either. 
Thy olfactory nerves are of the strongest, no doubt: 
nevertheless, I fear me they are at fault in this dwelling, 
where gold and silver but seldom make their appear- 
ance.” 
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“They are not often to be seen here,” replied the 
Jew; “I know that full well; they are not heard here 
either, for the earth conceals them both from sight and 
sound. But remove them from the envious ground that 
covers them, and they will dazzle thine eyes and charm 
thine ears.” 

“Indeed,” said Yousouf, laughing. ‘Thou art the 
bearer of good news. How much dost thou demand for 
thy reward ?” 

“I would have thee share with me all that I shall 
cause to be discovered in thy house by means of the 
marvellous sense of smelling with which I am endowed, 
and at which thou now jestest.” 

‘‘Share with thee!’”? exclaimed Yousouf. ‘Oh, no, 
indeed! If I were fortunate enough to discover a trea- 
sure, it is with my friend Mohammed that I should 
hasten to share it.” 

‘But thou wilt have nothing to share with him if I 
do not disclose to thee the spot where thy treasure lies 
concealed.” 

“ Perhaps so. But, if I put any confidence in thy nose, 
what prevents me from turning my whole shop topsy- 
turvy, digging up the floor, and pulling down the walls 
and the shelves?” 

The Jew slowly regarded the ground, the walls, and 
the shelves, as they were severally named by Yousouf: 
then he said, in an ironical manner,— 

“Thou, wouldst not do much harm if thou wert to 
demolish all around thee; but, to save thyself so much 
trouble and labor, thou hadst far better give me at least 
one-third of what I shall discover in thy dwelling. The 
other two-thirds can be for thyself and thy friend, if 
thou art fool enough not to wish to keep all for thy- 
self.” 

“Ah, it may suit such a man as thou to call him 
who prefers friendship to money a fool! But, in spite 
of all thy arguments, I shall never change, and I shall 
love Mohammed better than all the money in the 
world,” 
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“As you please. It remains to be seen if Mohammed 
would do the same for you.” 

«I have not the slightest doubt of it,” replied You- 
souf. 

The Jew uttered a suppressed laugh. 

“And I have every doubt of it,” said he. “I doubt 
even thy future disinterestedness, notwithstanding the 
warmth of thy discourse. Yousouf! Yousouf! thou 
hast not yet beheld the dazzling brilliancy of gold! It 
is the lustre of this metal which charms the eyes and 
wins the heart of man. Once let him see gold before 
him, and know that he has the power to possess 
himself of it, and adieu to every other thought. Gold! 
why, it is the thing to be most desired in the world. 
Possessed of gold, what can we not enjoy? a fine house, 
smiling pasturage, blooming gardens, rich stuffs, divans, 
perfumes,—all, in short, that renders life desirable !’”’ 

“That is very true,” replied Yousouf. “We can 
procure many things with gold; but still, gold cannot 
purchase youth, gayety, friendship, or even a good appe- 
tite or sound sleep. Leave me, then, in peace with 
thy discoveries, and, if thou art so skilled in, the art of 
scenting gold, learn also to scan the disposition of him 
to whom thou addressest thyself.” 

“Then thou wilt not consent to give me the third of 
what I know to be here, hidden though it may be?” 

‘“‘ Decidedly not,” replied Yousouf. ‘I have no faith 
in thy ridiculous pretensions: moreover, I do not know 
thee, and have never seen thee, either in the public 
walks, the streets, or elsewhere.” 

“I have just returned from a long journey,” replied 
the old man. ‘“‘My name is Ephraim. When I quitted 
this city, thou wert but sixteen years of age; my friend 
Nathan Cohen, son of David, was then very old: he has 
been dead, they say, these two years.” 

“And so thou comest to exercise thy sense of smell- 
ing in thy accustomed haunt,” said Yousouf, gayly ; 
“and seest thou not, then, that there is some power in 
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friendship, since it is the memory of a friend that 
brings thee hither ?”’ 

“Ah! it is not the memory of the past, but hope 
for the future,” replied the old Jew. ‘So long as our 
friends are alive they may be useful, though that is a 
thing that very rarely happens; but, when they are 
dead, what is the use of thinking any more of them ?” 

Yousouf, wearied out with so much discussion, said 
at length to Ephraim,— 

“Come, come! enough ,of this! Leave this place: 
thy voice will, Iam sure, awaken my friend, and pre- 
vent him from sleeping, as he delights to do during the 
heat of the day.” 

“ Do not let us awaken him,” replied the Jew, “ but 
let us remove the ground there beneath thy feet. I 
will hope that a feeling of gratitude may induce thee 
to bestow upon me a portion of what I shall discover 
for thee.” 

So saying, the Jew drew a long iron pickaxe from 
beneath his dirty brown tunic, and began to break up 
the ground around the feet of Yousouf. The latter 
regarded the old man—his prodigious nose inflated by 
the hope of gain—with a smile of derision. But in a 
short space of time their eyes were dazzled by a sight 
of the precious metal. The Jew had, indeed, succeeded 
in disinterring a veritable treasure. 

‘* Let us now count this gold and silver,” said he. 

They took it and counted it, and found that Yousouf 
had suddenly become the possessor of five hundred 
Spanish doubloons and sixty four-dollar pieces. He 
could scarcely believe his eyes. 

“Well,” said the Jew, “what sayest thou? have 
I lied to thee, or deceived myself? Come, let us see 
now what thou art going to give me in reward for my 
pains.” 

“I will awaken Mohammed,” said Yousouf, “and 
he and I will certainly give thee something as a re- 
compense.” 

“ Yousouf,” said the Jew, arresting the young Moor 
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by the arm, “reflect a moment before awakening thy 
friend. Would it not be better to keep this treasure 
for thyself and for thy sons? Hast thou not children? 
and are not children much dearer than a friend ?” 

“If I have children,” replied Yousouf, ‘“‘ Mohammed 
has them also. We loved each other before they were 
born, and we know how to be good fathers without 
being faithless friends.” 

At this moment Mohammed, who had not awaked, 
for the very sufficient reason that he had not been 
asleep, started as if he had been stung by a thousand 
mosquitos at once, and rose with a sudden bound. 
The concluding words of Yousouf had awakened a 
feeling of remorse within his breast. 

‘‘ Yousouf! Yousouf!” said he to his friend, ‘‘I have 
heard all,—yes, every thing: and thy sincere friend- 
ship, tried by time and tried by gold, is now the sole: 
treasure I desire.” 

“I know for how long a time thou hast thought 
thus,” replied Yousouf. ‘ But, since Allah has chosen: 
to make us rich, let us not disdain the blessing which. 
he sends. He it was who first inspired us with the- 
wish for these two little shops, and who has bestowed: 
them upon us. Itis he who has conducted hither this: 
Jew who.has been the instrument of our discovering, 
this treasure. Let us offer our thanks to Allah, and. 
let us give to Ephraim that which is meet and right.” 

‘Be that as thou only wilt,” said Mohammed, with 
a preoccupied air. “Thou art just and righteous, and: 
thy thoughts are pure in the sight of Allah.” 

Yousouf paid no great heed to this friendly eulogium,,. 
but continued, gayly,— 

“Since thou permittest me to be the sole arbiter in 
the affair, this is my decision.’ 

Then, turning toward Ephraim, “Thou shalt be 
more or less recompensed,”’ said he, “‘ according to the 
candor with which thou repliest to my question. Come, 
then, answer me truly: hast thou really, thanks to the 
singular form of thy nose, so fine a sense of smell as to 
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be able to trace any metal whatever, either ne 
ground or elsewhere ?” 

“Yes,” said the Jew, “I possess this rare metly, 
thanks to my nose; and, to give thee a further proof of 
it, I declare that I can again scent in this spot in the 
wall a sum of gold and silver, the exact amount of 
which I cannot enumerate.”’ 

Mohammed turned pale at these words. “In this 
wall?” said he. 

“Yes. Suffer me to make a little hole with this 
gimlet here, and you will see if I speak falsely.” 

“Dig where thou wilt,” replied Yousouf: ‘“‘we have 
no right to prevent thee after the discovery thou hast 
just made here.” 

The Jew instantly set to work at the wall; but it 
was now his turn to be astonished, for the wall, hollow, 
it is true, was guiltless of gold or silver either. 

Yousouf burst out laughing at the disconcerted and 
stupefied look of the old Jew. 

“ Never mind,” said he; “thy nose has deceived thee 
for once; but thou must not let that discourage thee. 
Still, hadst thou frankly told me that as a friend of old 
Nathan Cohen thou knewest where he had hidden his 
treasure, in return for thy confidence I should have given 
thee a quarter of what thou hast found; but, since 
thou hast persisted in assuring me that thy nose is 
gifted with supernatural powers, I shall give thee much 
less. Besides, with such a nose as thine no one can 
doubt but thy fortune is made.” 

“Ah,” cried the Jew, clasping his withered and 
wrinkled hands, ‘‘ Yousouf! Yousouf! since thou art 
good and just, as Mohammed says, take pity on my 
poverty: it impelled me to deal falsely with thee; I 
confess it now; and, spite of its singular form, my nose 
has nothing but what is common to other noses. 
Accord, then, to my tardy sincerity that which thou 
wouldst at first have given me.” 

Yousouf consulted Mohammed again, who replied 
thus :— 
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“Thou art just and pious; act according to thy own 
desire.” 

Yousouf then counted out to the old Jew the fourth 
part of what he had just found, thus rendering him 
happy for the remainder of his days. 

Then, finding himself alone with his friend, he began 
to divide into two equal parts the gold and silver which 
remained. 

“« Give me none! give me none, Yousouf!”’ exclaimed 
Mohammed; “I am no longer deserving of thy friend- 
ship.” 

“Thou! said Yousouf. “Art thou mad? What 
sayest thou?” 

“I speak the melancholy truth,” cried Mohammed ; 
“I have not a noble heart like thine. Some time since 
I discovered in the wall the gold and silver which the 
Jew thought to find there; but instead of saying, as 
thou hast done, ‘I will share it with my friend,’ I put 
off from day to day the fulfilment of this sacred duty. 
Ah, Yousouf, Iam unworthy of thy friendship, and am 
very unhappy!” 

Yousouf remained silent for a few moments, but 
soon his brow grew clear, and a pleasing smile diffused 
itself over his features and illuminated his fine dark 
eyes. 

‘What man,” said he, “is entirely master over his 
own thoughts? Thou didst hesitate, sayest thou, before 
confiding to me the discovery thou hadst made. That 
may be, but thou wouldst not have failed to do so at 
last. Thou wouldst never have been able to behold 
thyself rich knowing me to be poor, and to sit at a 
feast whilst I lived upon black bread. Thou didst not 
thoroughly understand the wants and feelings of thy 
heart: that is all. Thou didst not at once perceive 
wherein lies true happiness, for which reason thou hast 
caused thyself much uneasiness. It is over now; our 
friendship has been tried by gold; nothing remains for 
us but to enjoy the good fortune that has befallen us. 
Let us seek to do so, like wisé men, and never let us 
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forget to set apart for the poor a portion of that which 
Allah has bestowed upon us.” 

The two friends agreed therefore to give a hundred 
doubloons to the poor of the sreat mosque. Then 
with the rest of their treasure they purchased a beau- 
tiful country-house not far from the sea, on the coast 
of Punta Pescada. There they lived happily for many 
long years, always admired and esteemed for their 
mutual affection and for the goodness of their hearts; 
for, strange to say, their sudden and unexpected change 
of fortune never served to render them callous to the 
poor, or indifferent to the wants and troubles of their 
fellow-creatures. 


VII. 
THE STORY OF THE TREASURES OF BASRA. 


Aut historians agree that the Caliph Haroun-al-Raschid 
would have been the most perfect prince of his time, 
as he was also the most powerful, if he had not so 
often given way both to anger and to an insupport- 
able vanity. He was always saying that no prince 
in the world was so generous as himself. Giafar, his 
chief vizir, being at last quite disgusted with his boast- 
ing, took the liberty to say.to him one day, “Oh, my 
sovereign lord, monarch of the world, pardon your 
slave if he dares to represent to you that you ought 
not thus to praise yourself. Leave that to your sub- 
jects and the crowds of strangers who frequent your 
court. Content yourself with the knowledge that the 
former thank Heaven for being born in your domi- 
nions, and that the latter congratulate themselves on 
having quitted their country to come and live under 
your laws.” Haroun was very angry at these words: 
he looked sternly at his vizir, and asked him if he 
knew any one who could be compared to himself in 
generosity. 

“Yes, my lord,” answered Giafar; ‘there is in the 
town of Basra a young man named Aboulcassem, who, 
though a private individual, lives in more magnificence 
than kings; and, without excepting even your majesty, 
no prince is more generous than this man.” 

The caliph reddened at these words; his eyes flashed 
with anger. ‘Do you know,” he said, “that a subject 
who has the audacity to lie to his master merits 
death ?” 

“I have said nothing but the truth,” replied the 
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vizir. “ During my last visit to Basra I saw this 
Aboulcassem; I stayed at his house: my eyes, though 
accustomed to your treasures, were surprised at his 
riches, and I was charmed with the generosity of his 
manners.” 

At these words the impetuous Haroun could no 
longer contain his anger. “You are most insolent,” 
he cried, “to place a private individual on an equality 
with myself! Your imprudence shall not remain un- 
punished.” 

So saying, he made a sign for the captain of his guards 
to approach, and commanded him to arrest the vizir 
Giafar. He then went to the apartment of the Princess 
Zobeide, his wife, who grew pale with fear on seeing his 
irritated countenance. 

‘What is the matter, my lord?” said she; “what 
causes you to be thus agitated ?” 

Haroun told her all that had passed, and complained 
of his vizir in terms that soon made Zobeide compre- 
hend how enraged he was with the minister. This 
Wise princess advised him to suspend his resentment, 
and send some one to Basra to ascertain the truth of 
Giafar’s assertion: if it was false, she argued, the vizir 
should be punished; on the contrary, if it proved true, 
(which she could not believe,) it was not just to treat 
him as a criminal. This discourse calmed the fury of 
the caliph. 

“I approve of this counsel, madam,” said he, “and 
will acknowledge that I owe this justice to such a 
minister as Giafar. I will do still more: as any other 
person I charged with this office might, from an aver- 
sion to my vizir, give me a false statement, I will myself 
go to Basra and judge of the truth of this report. I 
will make acquaintance with this young man, whose 
generosity is thus extolled: if Giafar has told me true, 
I will load him with benefits instead of punishing him 
for his frankness ; but I swear he shall forfeit his life if 
I find he has told me a falsehood.” 

As soon as Haroun had formed this resolution he 
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thought of nothing but how to execute it. One night he 
secretly left the palace, mounted his horse, and left the 
city, not wishing any one to follow him, though Zobeide 
entreated him not to go alone. Arriving at Basra, he 
dismounted at the first caravansary he found on entering 
the city, the landlord of which seemed a good old man. 

“ Father,” said Haroun, “is it true that there is in 
this city a young man called Aboulcassem, who surpasses 
even kings in magnificence and generosity ?” 

“Yes, my lord,” answered the landlord; ‘and if I 
had a hundred mouths, and in each mouth a hundred 
tongues, I could not relate to you all his generous ac- » 
tions.” As the caliph had now need of some repose, he 
retired to rest after partaking of a slight refreshment. 
He was up very early in the morning, and walked about 
until sunrise. Then he approached a tailor’s shop and 
asked for the dwelling of Aboulcassem. ‘ From what 
country do you come?” said the tailor: ‘‘most certainly 
you have never been at Basra before, or you would have 
heard where the lord Aboulcassem lives. Why, his house 
is better known than the palace of the king.” 

The caliph answered, “I am a stranger: I know no 
one in this city, and I shall be obliged if you will con- 
duct me to this lord’s house.” 

Upon that the tailor ordered one of his boys to show 
the caliph the way to the residence of Aboulcassem. It 
was a large house built of stone, with a doorway of marble 
and jasper. The prince entered the court, where there 
was a crowd of servants and liberated slaves who were 
amusing themselves in different ways while they awaited 
the orders of their master. He approached one of them 
and said, “Friend, I wish you would take the trouble 
to go to the lord Aboulcassem and tell him a stranger 
wishes to see him.” The domestic judged from the 
appearance of Haroun that he was no common man. 
He ran to apprize his master, who, coming into the 
court, took the stranger by the hand and conducted 
him to a very beautiful saloon. The caliph then told 
the young man that, having heard him mentioned in 
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terms of praise, he had become desirous of seeing him, 
and had travelled to Basra for that purpose. Aboul- 
cassem modestly replied to this compliment, and, seating 
his guest on a sofa, asked of what country and profession 
he was, and where he lodged at Basra. 

“Tam a merchant of Bagdad,” replied the caliph, “and 
I have taken a lodging at the first caravansary I found 
on my arrival.” 

After they had conversed for a short time, there entered 
twelve pages bearing vases of agate and rock-crystal, en- 
riched with precious stones, and full of the most ex- 
quisite beverages. They were followed by twelve very 
beautiful female slaves, some carrying china bowls filled 
with fruit and flowers, and others golden caskets con- 
taining conserves of an exquisite flavor. The pages 
presented their beverages to the caliph: the prince 
tasted them, and, though accustomed to the most deli- 
cious that could be obtained in the East, he acknow- 
ledged that he had never tasted better. As it was now 
near the hour for dinner, Aboulcassem conducted his 
guest to another room, where they found a table covered 
with the choicest delicacies served on dishes of mas- 
sive gold. The repast finished, the young man took 
the caliph by the hand and led him to a third room 
more richly furnished than the two others. Here the 
slaves brought a prodigious quantity of gold vases, en- 
riched with rubies, filled with all sorts of rare wines, and 
china plates containing dried sweetmeats. While the 
host and his guest were partaking of these delicious 
wines, there entered singers and musicians, who com- 
menced a concert, with which Haroun was enchanted. 
“I have,’ he said to himself, “the most admirable 
voices in my palace, but I must confess they cannot bear 
comparison with these. I do not understand how a 
private individual can live in such magnificence.” 

Among the voices there was one in particular the 
extraordinary sweetness of which attracted the attention 
of the prince; and, whilst he was absorbed in listening 
to it, Aboulcassem left the room and returned a moment 
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after, holding in one hand a wand, and in the other a 
little tree whose stem was of silver, the branches and 
leaves emeralds, and the fruit rubies. On the top of 
this tree was a golden peacock beautifully executed, the 
body of which was filled with amber, essence of aloes, 
and other perfumes. He placed this tree at the caliph’s 
feet; then, striking the head of the peacock with his 
wand, the bird extended its wings and tail, and moved 
itself quickly to the right and left, whilst at each move- 
ment of its body the most odoriferous perfumes filled 
the apartment. The caliph was so astonished and de- 
lighted that he could not take his eyes off the tree and 
the peacock, and he was just going to express his ad- 
miration when Aboulcassem suddenly took them away. 
Haroun was offended at this, and said to himself, ‘‘ What 
does all this mean? It appears to me this young man 
does not merit so much praise. He takes away the tree 
and the peacock when he sees me occupied in looking 
at them more than he Jikes. Is he afraid I want him to 
make mea present? I fear Giafar is mistaken in calling 
him a generous man.” He was thus thmking when 
Aboulcassem returned accompanied by a little page as 
beautiful as the sun. This lovely child was dressed in 
gold brocade covered with pearls and diamonds. He 
held in his hand a cup made of one single ruby and 
filled with wine of a purple color. He approached the 
caliph, and, prostrating himself to the ground, presented 
the cup. The prince extended his hand to receive it, 
but, wonderful to relate, he perceived, on giving back 
the cup to the page, that, though he had emptied the 
cup, 1t was still quite full. He put it again to his lips 
and emptied it to the very last drop. He then placed 
it again in the hands of the page, and at the same mo- 
ment saw it filling without any one approaching it. The 
surprise of Haroun was extreme at this wonderful cir- 
cumstance, which made him forget the tree and the 
peacock. He asked how it was accomplished. “My 
lord,” said Aboulcassem, ‘‘it is the work of an ancient 
sage who was acquainted with most of the secrets of 
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nature ;’ and then, taking the page by the hand, he 
precipitately left the apartment. The caliph was in- 
dignant at this behavior. “I see how it 1s,” said he: 
“this young man has lost his senses. He brings me all 
these curiosities of his own accord, he presents them to 
my view, and when he perceives my admiration he in- 
stantly removes his treasures. [I never experienced 
treatment so ridiculous or uncourteous. Ah, Giafar! 
I thought you a better judge of men.” 

In this manner they continued amusing themselves 
till sunset. Then Haroun said to the young man, “O 
generous Aboulcassem, I am confused with the reception 
you have given me: permit me now to retire and leave 
you to repose.” The young lord of Basra, not wishing 
to inconvenience his guest, politely saluted him, and 
conducted him to the door of the house, apologizing 
for not having received him in a more magnificent style. 
“T quite acknowledge,” said the caliph, on returning to 
his caravansary, ‘“‘that for magnificence Aboulecassem 
surpasses kings; but for generosity, there my vizir was 
wrong in placing him in comparison with myself: for 
what present has he made me during my visit? I was 
lavish in my praises of the tree, the cup, and the page, 
and I should have thought my admiration would have 
induced him to offer me at least one of these things. 
No, this man is ostentatious; he feels a pleasure in dis- 
playing his riches to the eyes of strangers. And why? 
Only to satisfy his pride and vanity. In reality he is a 
miser, and I ought not to pardon Giafar for thus’ de- 
ceiving me.” Whilst making these disagreeable reflec- 
tions on his minister, he arrived at the caravansary. 
But what was his astonishment on finding there silken 
carpets, magnificent tents, a great number of servants, 
slaves, horses, mules, camels, and, besides all these, 
the tree and the peacock, and the page with his cup! 
The domestics prostrated themselves before him, and 
presented a roll of silk paper, on which were written 
these words :—‘“‘ Dear and amiable guest, I have not, per- 
haps, shown you the respect which is your due; I pray 
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you to forget any appearance of neglect in my manner 
of receiving you, and do not distress me by refusing the 
little presents I have sent you. As to the tree, the pea- 
cock, the page, and the cup, since they please you, they 
are yours already, for any thing that delights my guests 
ceases to be mine from that instant.” When the caliph 
had finished reading this letter, he was astounded at the 
liberality of Aboulcassem, and remembered how wrongly 
he had judged the young man. “A thousand blessings,” 
cried he, “on my vizir Giafar! He has caused me to be 
undeceived. Ah, Haroun, never again boast of being 
the most magnificent and generous of men! one of your 
subjects surpasses you. But how js a private individual 
able to make such presents? I ought to have asked 
where he amassed such riches; I was wrong not to have 
questioned him on this point: I must not return: to 
Bagdad without investigating this affair. Besides, it 
concerns me to know why there is a man in my do- 
minions who leads a more princely life than myself. I 
must see him again, and try to discover by what means 
he has acquired such an immense fortune.” 

Impatient to satisfy his curiosity, he left his new 
servants in the caravansary and returned immediately 
to the young man’s residence. When he found himself 
in his presence he said, “O too amiable Aboulcassem, 
the presents you have made me are so valuable that 
I fear I cannot accept them without abusing your gene- 
rosity. Permit me to send them back before I return 
to Bagdad, and publish to the world your magnificence 
_ and generous hospitality.” ‘My lord,” answered the 
young man, with a mortified air, “you certainly must 
have had reason to complain of the unhappy Aboul- 
cassem; I fear some of his actions have displeased 
you, since you reject his presents: you would not have 
done me this injury, if you were satisfied with me.” 

“No,” replied the prince, “Heaven is my witness 
that I am enchanted with your politeness. But your 
presents are too costly: they surpass those of kings; 
and, i I dared tell you what I think, you would be 
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less prodigal with your riches, and remember that they 
may soon be exhausted.” 

Aboulcassem smiled at these words, and said to the 
caliph, “My lord, I am very glad to learn that it is 
not to punish me for having committed any fault 
against yourself that you wished to refuse my presents ; 
and now, to oblige you to accept them, I will tell you 
that every day I can make the same and even more 
magnificent ones without inconveniencing myself. I 
see,” added he, ‘“‘that this astonishes you; but you will 
cease to be surprised when I have told you all the 
adventures which have happened to me. It is necessary 
that I should thus confide in you.” 

Upon this he conducted Haroun to a room a thou- 
sand times richer and more ornamented than any of 
the others. The most exquisite essences perfumed 
this apartment, in which was a throne of gold placed 
on the richest carpets. Haroun could not believe he 
was in the house of a subject: he imagined he must be 
in the abode of a prince infinitely more powerful than 
himself. The young man made him mount the throne, 
and, placing himself by his side, commenced the history 
of his life. 





History of Aboulcassenr. 


I am the son of a jeweller of Cairo, named Abdelaziz. 
He possessed such immense riches, that, fearing to 
draw upon himself the envy or avarice of the Sultan of 
Egypt, he quitted his native country and established 
himself at Basra, where he married the only daughter 
of the richest merchant in that city. I am the only 
child of that marriage, so that, inheriting the estates 
of both my parents, I became possessed on their death 
of a very splendid fortune. But I was young; [I liked 
extravagance; and, having wherewith to exercise my 
liberal propensities, or rather my prodigality, I lived 
with so much profusion that in less than three years 
my fortune was dissipated. Then, like all who repent 
of their foolish conduct, I made the most promising 
resolutions for the future. 

After the life I had led at Basra, I thought it better 
to leave that place, for it seemed to me my misery 
would be more supportable among strangers. Ac- 
cordingly I sold my house, and left the city before 
daybreak. e hen it was light, I perceived a caravan 
of merchants who had encamped on a spot of ground 
near me. I joined them, and as they were on their 
road to Bagdad, where I also wished to go, I departed 
with them: I arrived there without accident, but soon 
found myself in a very miserable situation. I was 
without money, and of all my large fortune there re- 
mained but one gold sequin. In order to do some- 
thing for a living I changed my sequin into aspres, and 
purchased some preserved apples, sweetmeats, balms, 
and roses. With these I went every day to the house 
of a merchant where many persons of rank and others 
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were accustomed to assemble and converse together. I 
presented to them in a basket what I had to sell. Each 
took what he liked, and never failed to remunerate me, 
so that by this little commerce I contrived to live very 
comfortably. One day, as I was as usual selling flowers 
at the merchant’s house, there was seated in a corner 
of the room an old man, of whom [I took no notice, 
and, on perceiving that I did not address him, he called 
me and said, ‘‘ My friend, how comes it that you do not 
offer your merchandise to me as well as the others? 
Do you take me for a dishonest man, or imagine that 
my purse is empty ?” 

“My lord,” answered I, “I pray you pardon me. 
All that I have is at your service: I ask nothing for 
it.’ At the same time I offered him my basket: he 
took some perfume, and told me to sit down by him. 
I did so, and he asked me a number of questions, —who 
I was, and what was my name. 

“ Excuse me satisfying your curiosity,” said I, sigh- 
ing: “I cannot do so without reopening wounds which 
time is beginning to heal.” 

These words, or the tone in which I uttered them, 
prevented the old man from questioning me further. 
He changed the discourse, and, after a long conver- 
sation, on rising to depart he took out his purse and 
gave me ten gold sequins. I was greatly surprised at 
this liberality. The wealthiest lords to whom I had 
been accustomed to present my basket had never given 
me even one sequin, and I could not tell what to make 
of this man. | 

On the morrow, when I returned to the merchant’s, 
I again found my old friend; and for many days he 
continued to attract my attention. At length, one 
day, as I was addressing him after he had taken a 
little balm from my basket, he made me again sit by 
him, and pressed me so earnestly to relate my history 
that I could not refuse him. I informed him of all 
that had happened to me. After this confidence he 
said,— 
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“Young man, I knew your father. I am a merchant 
of Basra. I have no child, and have conceived a friend- 
ship for you. I will adopt you as my son; therefore 
console yourself for your past misfortunes. You have 
found a father richer by far than Abdelaziz, and who 
will have as much affection for you.” I thanked the 
venerable old man for the honor he did me, and fol- 
lowed him as he left the house. He made me throw 
away my basket of flowers, and conducted me to a 
large mansion that he had hired. There I was lodged 
in a spacious apartment with slaves to wait on me, 
and by his order they brought me rich clothes. One 
would have thought my father Abdelaziz again lived, 
and it seemed as if I had never known sorrow. When 
the merchant had finished the business that detained 
him at Bagdad,—namely, when he had sold the mer- 
chandise he brought with him,—we both took the road 
to Basra. My friends, who never thought to see me 
again, were not a little surprised to hear I had been 
adopted by a man who passed for the richest merchant 
in the city. I did my best to please the old man. He 
was charmed with my behavior. ‘‘Aboulcassem,’’ he 
often said to me, “I am enchanted that I met you 
at Bagdad. You appear worthy of all I have done for 
you.” I was touched with the kindness he evinced 
for me, and, far from abusing it, endeavored to do all 
I could to please my kind benefactor. Instead of 
seeking companions of my own age, I always kept in 
his company, scarcely ever leaving him. At last this 
good old man fell sick, and the physicians despaired of 
his life. When he was at the last extremity he made 
all but myself leave him, and then said, ‘‘Now is the 
time, my son, to reveal to you a most important secret. 
If I had only this house with all its riches to bequeath, 
I should leave you but a moderate fortune; but all that 
I have amassed during the course of my life, though 
considerable for a merchant, is nothing in comparison 
to the treasure that is concealed here, and which [ am 
now about to reveal to you. I shall not tell you how 
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long ago, by whom, or in what manner, it was found, 
for I am ignorant of that myself: all I know is, that 
my grandfather, when dying, told the secret to my 
father, who also made me acquainted with it a few 
days before his death. But,’ continued he, ‘‘I have 
one advice to give you, and take care you do not slight 
it. You are naturally generous. When you are at 
liberty to follow your own inclinations, you will no 
doubt be lavish of your riches. You will receive 
with magnificence any strangers who may come to 
your house. You will load them with presents, and 
will do good to all who implore your assistance. This 
conduct, which I much approve of if you can keep it 
within bounds, will at last be the cause of your ruin. 
Lhe splendor of your establishment will excite the 
envy of the King of Basra and the avarice of his minis- 
ters. They will suspect you of having some hidden trea- 
sure. They will spare no means to discover it, and will 
imprison you. To prevent this misfortune, you have 
only to follow my example. I have always, as well as 
my grandfather and father, carried on my business and 
enjoyed this treasure without ostentation: we have never 
indulged in any extravagance calculated to surprise the 
world.” 

I faithfully promised the merchant I would imitate 
his prudence. He told me where I should find the 
treasure, and assured me that, whatever idea I might 
have formed of its splendor, I should find the reality 
far exceed my expectations. At last, when the gene- 
rous old man died, I, as his sole heir, performed for 
him the last offices, and, taking possession of his pro- 
perty, of which this house is a part, proceeded at once 
to see this treasure. I confess to you, my lord, that 
I was thunderstruck. I found it to be, if not inex- 
haustible, at least so vast that I could never expend if, 
even if Heaven were to permit me to live beyond the 
age of man. My resolution, therefore, was at once 
formed, and, instead of keeping the promise I made to 
the old merchant, I spent my riches freely. It is my 
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boast that there is no one in Basra who has not bene- 
fited by my generosity. My house is open to all who 
desire my aid, and they leave it perfectly contented. 
Do you call it possessing a treasure if it must not be 
touched? And can I make a better use of it than by 
endeavoring to relieve the unhappy, to receive stran- 
gers with liberality, and to lead a life of generosity 
and charity? Every one thought I should be ruined. 
a second time. 

“Tf Aboulcassem,” said they, ‘“‘had all the treasures 
of the commander of the faithful, he would spend’ 
them.” 

But they were much astonished when, instead of 
seeing my affairs in disorder, they, on the contrary, 
appeared every day to become more flourishing. No 
one could imagine how my fortune increased while I 
was thus squandering it. As the old man predicted, 
a feeling of envy was excited against me. A rumor 
prevailed that I had found a treasure. This was suff- 
cient to attract the attention of a number of persons 
greedy of gain. The lieutenant of police at Basra came 
to see me. 

“Tam,” said he, “the daroga, and am come to 
demand where the treasure is which enables you to 
live in such magnificence.” 

I trembled at these words, and remained silent. 
He guessed from my confused air that his suspicions 
were not without foundation; but, instead of compel- 
ling me to discover my treasure, “My lord Aboul- 
cassem,” continued he, ‘‘I exercise my office as a man 
of sense. Make me some present worthy of my dis- 
cretion in this affair, and I will retire.” 

‘How much do you ask?” said I. 

“I will content myself with ten gold sequins a 
day.”’ 

“That is not enough: I will give you a hundred. 
You have only to come here every day or every month, 
and my treasurer will count them out to you.” 

The lieutenant of police was transported with joy 


232 HISTORY OF ABOULCASSEM. 


at hearing these words. ‘ My lord,” said he, “I wish 
that you could find a thousand treasures. Enjoy your 
fortune in peace: I shall never dispute your possession 
of it.” Then, taking a large sum of money in advance, 
he went his way. 

A short time after, the vizir Aboulfatah-Waschi sent 
for me, and, taking me into his cabinet, said,— 

“Young man, I hear you have discovered a treasure. 
You know the fifth part belongs to God: you must give 
it to the king. Pay the fifth, and you shall remain the 
quiet possessor of the other four parts.” 

I answered him thus:—‘‘ My lord, I acknowledge 
that I have found a treasure, but I swear to you at 
the same time that I will confess nothing, though I 
should be torn in pieces. But I promise to give you 
every day a thousand gold sequins, provided you leave 
me in peace.” 

Aboulfatah was as tractable as the lieutenant of 
police. He sent his confidential servant, and my trea- 
surer gave him thirty thousand sequins for the first 
month. This vizir, fearing no doubt that the King of 
Basra would hear of what had passed, thought it better 
to inform him himself of the circumstance. The prince 
listened very attentively, and, thinking the affair re- 
quired investigating, sent tosummon me. He received 
me with a smiling countenance, saying,— 

“Approach, young man, and answer me what I shall 
ask you. Why do you not show me your treasure? 
Do you think me so unjust that I shall take it from 
you?” 

“Sire,” replied I, “may the life of your majesty be 
prolonged for ages! but if you commanded my flesh 
to be torn with burning pincers I would not- discover 
my treasure. I consent every day to pay to your majesty 
two thousand gold sequins. If you refuse to accept 
them, and think proper that I should die, you have only 
to ‘order it; but I am ready to suffer all imaginable 
torments sooner than satisfy your curiosity.” 
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The king looked at his vizir as I said this, and de- 
manded his opinion. 

“Sire,” said the minister, “the sum he offers you is 
considerable: it is of itself a real treasure. Send the 
young man back: only let him be careful to keep his 
word with your majesty.” 

The king followed this advice; he loaded me with 
caresses, and from that time, according to my agreement, 
I pay every year to the prince, the vizir, and the lieu- 
tenant of police, more than one million sixty thousand 
gold sequins. This, my lord, is all I have to tell you. 
You will now no longer be surprised at the presents I 
have made to you, nor at what you have seen in my 
house. 
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Conclusion of the Story of the Treasures of 
avista, 


Wuew Aboulcassem had finished the recital of his ad- 
ventures, the caliph, animated with a violent desire to 
see the treasure, said to him, “Is it possible that there 
is in the world a treasure that your generosity can never 
exhaust? No! I cannot believe it, and if it was not 
exacting too much from you, my lord, I would ask to 
see what you possess, and I swear never to reveal what 
you may confide to me.” The son of Abdelaziz appeared 
grieved at this speech of the caliph’s. “I am sorry, my 
lord,” he said, ‘‘ that you have conceived this curiosity: 
I cannot satisfy it but upon very disagreeable con- 
ditions.” 

“ Never mind,” said the prince: “whatever the con- 
ditions, I submit without repugnance.” 

“It is necessary,” said Aboulcassem, “that I blindfold 
your eyes, and conduct you unarmed and bareheaded, 
with my drawn scimitar in my hand, ready to cut you 
to pieces at any moment if you violate the laws of 
hospitality. I know very well I am acting imprudently, 
and ought not to yield to your wishes; but I rely on 
your promised secrecy, and, besides that, I cannot bear 
to send away a guest dissatisfied.” 

“In pity, then, satisfy my curiosity,” said the caliph. 

“That cannot be just yet,” replied the young man; 
‘“but?remain here this night, and when my domestics are 
gone to rest I will come and conduct you from your 
apartment.” 

He then called his people, and by the light of a num- 
ber of wax tapers, carried by slaves in gold flambeaux, 
he led the prince to a magnificent chamber, and then 
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retired to his own. The slaves disrobed the caliph, and 
left him to repose, after placing at the head and foot of 
his bed their lighted tapers, whose perfumed wax emitted 
an agreeable odor. Instead of taking any rest, Haroun- 
al-Raschid impatiently awaited the appearance of Aboul- 
cassem, who did not fail to come for him toward the 
middle of the night. ‘‘ My lord,” he said, ‘all my ser- 
vants are asleep. A prdfound silence reigns in my house. 
I will now show you my treasure upon the conditions I 
named to you.” 

‘Let us go, then,” said the caliph. ‘I am ready to 
follow you, and I again swear that you will not repent 
thus satisfying my curiosity.” 

The son of Abdelaziz aided the prince to dress: then, 
putting a bandage over his eyes, he said, “I am sorry, 
my lord, to be obliged to treat you thus; your appearance 
and your manners seem worthy of confidence, but—” 

“I approve of these precautions,” interrupted the 
caliph, “and I do not take them in ill part.” 

Aboulcassem then made him descend by a winding 
staircase, into a garden of vast extent, and after many 
turnings they entered the place where the treasure was 
concealed. It was a deep and spacious cavern closed at 
the entrance by a stone. Passing through this, they. 
entered a long alley, very dark and steep, at the end 
of which was a large saloon, brilliantly lighted by car- 
buncles. When they arrived at this room the young 
man unbound the caliph’s eyes, and the latter gazed 
with astonishment on the scene before him. A basin 
of white marble, fifty feet in circumference and thirty 
feet deep, stood in the middle of the apartment. It was 
full of large pieces of gold, and ranged round it were 
twelve columns of the same metal, supporting as many 
statues composed of precious stones of admirable work- 
manship. Aboulcassem conducted the prince to the 
edge of the basin and said to him, “ This basin is thirty 
feet deep. Look at that mass of gold-pieces, They are 
scarcely diminished the depth of two fingers. Do you 
think I shall soon spend all this?” 
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Haroun, after attentively looking at the basin, replied, 
‘Here are, I confess, immense riches: but you still may 
exhaust them.” 

“Well,” said the young man, “when this basin is 
empty I shall have recourse to what I am now going to 
show you.” 

He then proceeded to another room, more brilliant 
still, where on a number of red brocaded sofas were im- 
mense quantities of pearls and diamonds. Here was 
also another marble basin, not so large or so deep as that 
filled with gold-pieces, but, to make up for this, full of 
rubies, topazes, emeralds, and all sorts of precious stones. 
Never was surprise equal to that of the caliph’s. He 
could scarcely believe he was awake: this new basin 
seemed like enchantment. His gaze was still fixed on 
it, when Aboulcassem made him observe two persons 
seated on a throne of gold, who he said were the first 
masters of the treasure. They were a prince and prin- 
cess, having on their heads crowns of diamonds. They 
appeared as if still alive, and were in a reclining posture, 
their heads leaning against each other. At their feet 
was a table of ebony, on which were written these words, 
in letters of gold:—‘I have amassed all these riches 
during the course of a long life. I have taken and 
pillaged towns and castles, have conquered kingdoms 
and overthrown my enemies. I have been the most 
powerful monarch in the world, but all my power has 
yielded to that of death. Whoever sees me in this state 
ought to reflect upon it. Let him remember that once 
I was living, and that he also must die. He need not 
fear diminishing this treasure: it will never be ex- 
hausted. Let him endeavor so to use it as to make 
friends both for this world and the next. Let him lead 
a life of generosity and charity, for in the end he must 
also die. His riches cannot save him from the fate 
common to all men.” 

“I will no longer disapprove of your conduct,” said 
Haroun to the young man, on reading these words: 
“you are right in living as you now do, and I condemn 
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the advice given you by the old merchant. But I should 
like to know the name of this prince. What king could 
have possessed such riches? I am sorry this inscription 
does not inform us.” 

The young man next took the caliph to see another 
room, in which also there were many rarities of even 
greater value than what he had seen,—among others 
several trees like the one he had given the prince. 
Haroun would willingly have passed the remainder of 
the night admiring all that was contained in this 
wonderful cavern; but the son of Abdelaziz, fearing to 
be observed by his servants, wished to return before 
daybreak in the same manner as they came, namely, 
the caliph blindfolded and bareheaded, and Aboul- 
cassem with his scimitar in his hand, ready to cut off 
the prince’s head if he made the least resistance. In 
this order they traversed the garden, and ascended by 
the winding stairs to the room where the caliph had 
slept. Finding the tapers still burning, they conversed 
together till sunrise: the caliph then, with many thanks 
for the reception he had received, returned to the cara- 
vansary, from whence he took the road to Bagdad, with 
all the domestics and presents he had accepted from 
Aboulcassem. 

Two days after the prince’s departure, the vizir Aboul- 
fatah, hearing of the magnificent gifts that Aboulcassem 
made to strangers when they came to see him, and 
above all astonished at the regularity of his payments 
to the king, the lieutenant, and himself, resolved to 
spare no means to discover the treasure from which he 
drew such inexhaustible supplies. This minister was 
one of those wicked men to whom the greatest crimes 
are nothing when they wish to gain their own ends. 
He had a daughter eighteen years of age, and of sur- 
passing beauty. She was named Balkis, and possessed 
every good quality of heart and mind. Prince Aly, 
nephew of the King of Basra, passionately loved her: 
he had already demanded her of her father, and they 
were soon tobe married. Aboulfatah summoned Balkis 
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one day to his presence and said, “ My daughter, I have 
great need of your assistance. I wish you to array 
yourself in your richest robes and go this evening to 
the house of young Aboulcassem. You must do every 
thing to charm him, and oblige him to discover the 
treasure he has found.” 

Balkis trembled at this speech: her countenance ex- 
pressed the horror she felt at this command. ‘ My lord,” 
said she, “what is it you propose to your daughter? 
Do you know the peril to which you may expose 
her? Consider the stain on your honor, and the out- 


rage against the Prince Aly.” 


“I have considered all this,” answered the vizir: “ but 
s 





nothing will turn me from my resolution, and I order 
you to prepare to obey me.” 

The young Balkis burst into tears at these words. 
“For Heaven’s sake, my father,” said the weeping girl, 
“stifle this feeling of avarice. Seek not to despoil this 
man of what is his own. Leave him to enjay his riches 
in peace.” 

“« Be silent, insolent girl”? said the vizir, angrily : “it 
does not become you to blame my actions. Answer 
me not. I desire you to repair to the house of Aboul- 
cassem, and I swear that if you return without having 
seen his treasure I will kill you.” 

Balkis, hearing this dreadful alternative, retired to 
her apartment overwhelmed with grief: she called her 
women, and made them attire her in the richest 
apparel and most costly ornaments, though in reality 
she needed nothing to enhance her natural beauty. 
No young girl was less desirous to please than Balkis. 
All she feared was appearing too beautiful in the eyes 
of the son of Abdelaziz, and not sufficiently so to Prince 
Aly. 

At length, when night arrived and Aboulfatah judged 
it time for his daughter to go, he secretly conducted 
her to the door of the young man’s house, where he 
left her, after again declaring he would kill her if she 
returned unsuccessful. She timidly knocked and de- 


Oo D U = 





THE TREASURES OF BASRA. 239 


sired to speak to the son of Abdelaziz. A slave led 
her to a room where his master was reposing on a 
sofa, musing on the vicissitudes of his past life. As 
soon as Balkis appeared, Aboulcassem rose to receive 
his visitor: he gravely saluted her, and, taking her 
hand with a respectful air, seated her on a sofa, at the 
same time inquiring why she honored him by this 
visit. She answered that, hearing of his agreeable 
manners, she had resolved to spend an evening in his 
company. 

“ Beautiful lady,” said he, ‘I must thank my lucky 
star for procuring me this delightful interview: I can- 
not express my happiness.” 

After some conversation, supper was announced. 
They seated themselves at a table covered with choice 
delicacies. A great number of officers and pages were 
in attendance; but Aboulcassem dismissed them, that 
the lady might not be exposed to their curious looks. 
Iie waited on her himself, presenting her with the best 
of every thing, and offering her wine in a gold cup 
enriched with diamonds and rubies. But all these 
polite attentions served but to increase the lady’s 
uneasiness; and at length, frightened at the dangers 
which menaced her, she suddenly changed counte- 
nance and became pale as death, whilst her eyes filled 
with tears. 

“ What is it, madam?” said the young man, much 
surprised: “why this sudden grief? Have I said or 
done any thing to cause your tears to flow? Speak, I 
implore you: inform me of the cause of your sorrow.” 

“ Qh, Mahomet!” exclaimed Balkis, “I can dissi- 
mulate no longer; the part I am acting is insupport- 
able. I have deceived you, Aboulcassem. J am a lady 
of rank. My father, who knows you have a hidden 
treasure, wishes me to discover where you have con- 
cealed it. He has ordered me to come here and spare 
no means to induce you to show it me. I refused to 
do so, but he has sworn to kill me if I return without 
being able to satisfy his curiosity. What an unhappy 
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fate is mine! If I was not beloved by a prince who 
will soon marry me, this cruel vow of my father’s would 
not appear so terrible.” 

When the daughter of Aboulfatah had thus spoken, 
Aboulcassem said to her, ‘‘Madam, I am very glad 
you have informed me of this. You will not repent 
your noble frankness: you shall see my treasure, and 
be treated with all the respect you may desire. Do not 
weep, therefore, or any longer afflict yourself.” 

“Ah, my lord,” exclaimed Balkis at this speech, “it 
is not without reason that you pass for the most gene- 
rous of men. Iam charmed with your noble conduct, 
and shall not be satisfied until I have found means to 
testify my gratitude.” 

After this conversation, Aboulcassem conducted the 
lady to the same chamber that the caliph had occupied, 
where they remained until all was quiet in the dwell- 
ing. Then, blindfolding the eyes of Balkis, he said, 
“Pardon me, madam, for being obliged to act thus, 
but it is only on this condition that I can show you 
my treasure.” 

“Do what you please, my lord,” answered Balkis; 
“ I have so much confidence in your generosity that I 
will follow wherever you desire: I have no fear but 
that of not sufficiently repaying your kindness.” 

Aboulcassem then took her by the hand, and, causing 
her to descend to the garden by the winding stairs, he 
entered the cavern and removed the bandage from her 
eyes. If the caliph had been surprised to see such 
heaps of gold and precious stones, Balkis was still 
more so. Every thing she saw astonished her. But 
the objects that most attracted her attention were the 
ancient owners of the treasure. As the queen had on 
a necklace composed of pearls as large as pigeons’ 
eggs, Balkis could not avoid expressing her admira- 
tion. Aboulcassem detached it from the neck of the 
princess, and placed it round that of the young lady, 
saying her father would judge from this that she had 
seen the treasure: he then, after much persuasion, 
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made her take a large quantity of precious stones which 
he himself chose for her. 

The young man then, fearing the day would dawn 
whilst she was looking at the wonders of the cavern, 
again placed the bandage over her eyes, and conducted 
her to a saloon where they conversed together until sun- 
rise. Balkis then took leave, repeatedly assuring the 
son of Abdelaziz that she would never forget his generous 
conduct. 

She hastened to her father’s and informed him of all 
that had passed. The vizir had been impatiently await- 
ing his daughter’s return. Fearing she might not be 
sufficiently able to charm Aboulcassem, he remained in 
a state of inconceivable agitation. But,.when he saw her 
enter with the necklace and precious stones that Aboul- 
cassem had given her, he was transported with. joy. 

“Well, my daughter,” he said, “have you seen the 
treasure ?” 

«Yes, my lord,” answered Balkis, ‘and, to give you 
a just idea of its magnitude, I tell you that if all the 
kings of the world were to unite their riches they could 
not be compared to those of Aboulcassem. But still, 
however vast this young man’s treasures, I am less 
charmed with them than with his politeness and gene- 
rosity.”” And she then related to her father the whole 
of her adventure. 

In the mean time Haroun-al-Raschid was advancing 
toward Bagdad. As soon as he arrived at his palace he 
set his chief vizir at liberty and restored him to his con- 
fidence. He then proceeded to relate to him the events 
of his journey, and ended by asking, ‘“‘Giafar, what shall 
I do? You know the gratitude of monarchs ought to 
surpass the pleasures they have received. IfI should 
send the magnificent Aboulcassem the choicest and 
most precious treasure I possess, it will be but a slight 
gift, far inferior to the presents he has made me. How 
then can I surpass him in generosity ?” 

“My lord,” replied the vizir, ‘‘since your majesty 
condescends to consult ae I should write this day to 
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the King of Basra and order him to commit the govern- 
ment of the state to the young Aboulcassem. We can 
soon despatch the courier, and in a few days I will de- 
part myself to Basra and present the patents to the new 
king.” 

The caliph approved of this advice. ‘‘ You are right,” 
he said to his minister: ‘it will be the only means of 
acquitting myself toward Aboulcassem, and of taking 
vengeance on the King of Basra and his unworthy vizir, 
who have concealed from me the considerable sums 
they have extorted from this young man. It is but 
just to punish them for their violence against him: they 
are unworthy of the situations they occupy.” 

He immediately wrote to the King of Basra and de- 
spatched the courier. He then went to the apartment 
of the Princess Zobeide to inform her of the success of 
his journey, and presented her with the little page, the 
tree, and the peacock. He also gave her a béautiful 
female slave. Zobeide found this slave so charming 
that she smilingly told the caliph she accepted this gift 
with more pleasure than all his other presents. The 
prince kept only the cup for himself: the vizir Giafar 
had all the rest; and this good minister, as he had be- 
fore resolved, made preparations for his departure from 
Bagdad. 

The courier of the caliph no sooner arrived in the 
town of Basra than he hastened to present his despatch 
to the king, who was greatly concerned on reading it. 
The prince showed it to his vizir. ‘“ Aboulfatah,” said 
he, “see the fatal order that I have received from the 
commander of the faithful. Can I refuse to obey it?” 

“Yes, my lord,” answered the minister: “do not 
afflict yourself. Aboulcassem must be removed from 
hence. Without taking his life, I will make every one 
believe he is dead. I can keep him so well concealed 
that he shall never be seen again; and by this means 
you will always remain on the throne and possess the 
riches of this young man; for when we are masters 
of his person we can increase his sufferings until 
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he is obliged to reveal where his treasure is con- 
cealed.” k 

“Do what you like,” replied the king. “But what 
answer shall we send the caliph ?” 

“ Leave that to me. The commander of the faithful 
will be deceived as well as others. Let me execute the 
design I meditate, and the rest need cause you no un- 
easiness.” 

Aboulfatah then, accompanied by some courtiers who 
were ignorant of his intention, went to pay a visit to 
Aboulcassem. He received them according to their 
rank, regaled them magnificently, seated the vizir in 
the place of honor, and loaded him with presents, with- 
out having the least suspicion of his perfidy. Whilst they 
were at table and partaking of the most delicious wines, 
the treacherous Aboulfatah skilfully threw, unperceived, 
into the cup of the son of Abdelaziz, a powder which 
would render him insensible and cause his body to re- 
main in a state of lethargy resembling that of a corpse 
long deprived of life. The young man had no sooner 
taken the cup from his lips than he fainted away. His 
servants hastened to support him, but soon, perceiving 
he had all the appearance of a dead man, they placed 
him on a sofa and uttered the most lamentable cries. 
The guests, struck with sudden terror, were silent from 
astonishment. As for Aboulfatah, it is impossible to 
say how well he dissimulated. He not only feigned the 
most immoderate grief, but tore his clothes and excited 
the rest of the company to follow his example. He 
ordered a coffin to be made of ivory and ebony, and 
while they were preparing it he collected all the effects 
of Aboulcassem and placed them in the king’s palace. 
The account of the young man’s death soon spread 
abroad. All persons, men and women, put on mourn- 
ing, and came to the door of the house, their heads and 
feet bare; old and young men, women and girls, were 
bathed in tears, filling the air with their cries and lamen- 
tations. Some said they had lost in him an only son, 
others a brother or a husband tenderly beloved. Rich 
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and poor were equally afflicted at his death: the rich 
mourned a friend who had always welcomed them, and 
the poor a benefactor whose charity had never been 
equalled. His death caused a general consternation. 

Meanwhile, the unhappy Aboulcassem was enclosed in 
the coffin, and, a procession having been formed, the 
people, by order of Aboulfatah, carried him out of the 
town to a large cemetery containing a number of tombs, 
and among others a magnificent one where reposed the 
vizir’s. father and many others of his family. They 
placed the coffin in this tomb, and the perfidious Aboul- 
fatah, leaning his head on his knees, beat his breast, and 
gave way apparently to the most violent grief. Those 
present pitied and prayed Heaven to console him. As 
night approached, the people returned to the town; but 
the vizir remained with two of his slaves in the tomb, 
the door of which he shut and double-locked. They lit 
a fire, warmed some water in a silver basin, and, taking 
Aboulcassem from the coffin, bathed him with the warm 
water. The young man by degrees regained his senses. 
He cast his eyes on Aboulfatah, whom he at once re- 
cognised. ‘Ah, my lord,’ said he, “where are we, and 
to what state am I reduced ?” 

“ Wretch,” answered the minister, ‘‘ know that it is I 
who have caused your misfortune. I brought you here to 
have you in my pawer, and to. make you suffer a thou- 
sand torments if you will not discover to me your trea- 
sure. JI will rack your body with tortures,—will invent 
each day new sufferings to render life insupportable: in 
a word, I will never cease to persecute you until you 
deliver me those hidden treasures which enable you to 
live with even more magnificence than kings.” 

“ You can do what you please,” replied Aboulcassem : 
“I will never reveal my treasure.” 

He had scarcely uttered these words, when the cruel 
Aboulfatah, making his slaves seize the unfortunate 
son of Abdelaziz, drew from his robe a whip made of 
twisted lion’s skin, with which he struck so long and 
with such violence that the young man fainted. When 
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the vizir saw him in this state, he commanded the 
slaves to replace him in the coffin, and, leaving him 
in the tomb, which he firmly secured, returned to his 
palace. 

On the morrow’he went to inform the king of what 
he had done. “Sire,” said he, ‘I tried yesterday, but 
in vain, to overcome the firmness of Aboulcassem: how- 
ever, I have now prepared torments for him which I 
think he cannot resist.” 

The prince, who was quite as barbarous as his minis- 
ter, said, “ Vizir, I am perfectly satisfied with all you 
have done. Ere long, I hope, we shall know where 
this treasure is concealed. But we must send back 
the courier without delay. What shall I write to the 
caliph ?” 

“Tell him, my lord, that Aboulcassem, hearing he 
was to occupy your place, was so enchanted, and 
made such great rejoicings, that he died suddenly at 
a feast.” 

The king approved of this advice, and, writing imme- 
diately to Haroun-al-Raschid, despatched the courier. 
The vizir, flattering himself that he should at length 
be able to force Aboulcassem to reveal his treasure, 
left the town, resolving to extract the secret or leave 
him to perish. But on arriving at the tomb he was 
surprised to find the door open. He entered trembling, 
and, not seeing the son of Abdelaziz in the coffin, he 
nearly lost his senses. Returning instantly to the 
palace, he related to the king what had occurred. The 
monarch, seized with a mortal terror, exclaimed, ‘ Oh, 
Waschi! what will become of us? Since this young 
man has escaped, we are lost. He will not fail to hasten 
to Bagdad and acquaint the caliph with all that has 
taken place.” 

Aboulfatah, on his part, in despair that the victim 
of his avarice was no longer in his power, said to the 
king his master, ‘What would I now give to have taken 
his life yesterday! He would not then have caused us 
such uneasiness. But we will not quite despair yet; if 
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he has taken flight, as no doubt he has, he cannot be 
very far from here. Let me take some soldiers of your 
guard and search in all the environs of the town: I 
hope still to find him.” 

The king instantly consented to so important a step. 
He assembled all his soldiers, and, dividing them into 
two bodies, gave the command of one to his vizir, and, 
placing himself at the head of the other, prepared with 
his troops to search in all parts of his kingdom. 

Whilst they were seeking Aboulcassem in the villages, 
woods, and mountains, the vizir Giafar, who was already 
on the road to Basra, met the courier returning, who 
said to him, ‘‘ My lord, it is useless for you to proceed 
farther, if Aboulcassem is the sole cause of your journey, 
for this young man is dead: his funeral took place 
some days past; my eyes were witnesses of the mournful 
ceremony.” 

Giafar, who had looked forward with pleasure to see 
the new king and present his patents, was much 
afflicted at his death. He shed tears on hearing the 
sad news, and, thinking it was useless to continue his 
journey, retraced his steps. As soon as he arrived at 
Bagdad, he went with the courier to the palace. The 
sadness of his countenance informed the king he had 
some misfortune to announce. 

‘“Ah, Giafar,” exclaimed the prince, “you have soon 
returned. What are you come to tell me?” 

‘Commander of the faithful,” answered the vizir, 
“you do not, I am sure, expect to hear the bad news 
I am going to tell. Aboulcassem is no more: since 
your departure from Basra the young man has lost his 
life.” : 

Haroun-al-Raschid had no sooner heard these words 
than he threw himself from his throne. He remained 
some moments extended on the ground without giving 
any signs of life. At length his eyes sought the courier, 
who had returned from Basra, and he asked for the 
despatch. The prince read it with much attention. He 
shut himself in his cabinet with Giafar, and showed him 
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the letter from the King of Basra. After re-reading it 
many times, the caliph said,— 

“This does not appear to me natural: I begin to 
suspect that the King of Basra and his vizir, instead 
of executing my orders, have put Aboulcassem to 
death.” 

‘“ My lord,” said Giafar, ‘‘the same suspicion occurred 
to me, and I advise that they should both be secured.” 

“That is what I determine from this moment,” said 
Haroun. ‘‘Take ten thousand horsemen of my guard, 
march to Basra, seize the two guilty wretches, and bring 
them here. I will revenge the death of this most 
generous of men.” 

We will now return to the son of Abdelaziz, and re- 
late why the vizir Aboulfatah did not find him in the 
tomb. The young man, after long remaining insen- 
sible, was beginning to recover, when he felt himself 
laid hold of by powerful arms, taken from the coffin, 
and gently laid on the earth. He thought it was the 
vizir and his slaves come again on their cruel errand. 

‘‘Executioners!” he cried, ‘put me to death at once; 
if you have any pity, spare me these useless torments, 
for again I declare that nothing you can do will ever 
tempt me to reveal my secret.” 

“ Fear not, young man,” answered one of the persons 
who had lifted him from the coffin: ‘instead of ill- 
treating you, we are come to your assistance.” 

At these words Aboulcassem opened his eyes, and, 
looking at his liberators, recognised the young lady to 
whom he had shown his treasure. 

“Ah, madam,” he said, ‘is it to you I owe my 
life ?” 

‘“Yes, my lord,’’ answered Balkis,—‘‘to myself and 
Prince Aly, my betrothed, whom you see with me. 
Informed of your noble behavior, he wished to share 
with me the pleasure of delivering you from death.” 

“Tt is quite true,” said Prince Aly; “I would expose 
my life a thousand times rather than lenne so generous 
a man to perish.” 
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The son of Abdelaziz, having entirely recovered his 
senses by the help of some cordials they had given him, 
expressed to the lady and the prince his grateful thanks 
for the service they had rendered him, and asked how 
they had been informed he still lived. 

“ My lord,” said Balkis, ‘‘I am the daughter of the 
vizir Aboulfatah. I was not deceived by the false re- 
port of your death. I suspected my father in this affair, 
and, bribing one of his slaves, was informed of all con- 
cerning you. This slave is one of the two who were 
with him in the tomb, and, as he had charge of the 
key, he confided it to me for a few hours. I no sooner 
made this affair known to Prince Aly than he hastened 
to join me with some of his confidential domestics. We 
lost not a moment in coming hither, and, thanks be to 
Heaven, we did not arrive too late.” 

“Oh, Mahomet !”’ said Aboulcassem, ‘‘is it possible so 
unworthy and cruel a father possesses such a daughter ?” 

“ Let us depart, my lord,” said Prince Aly: “the time 
is precious. I doubt not but that to-morrow the vizir, 
finding you have escaped, will seek you in all direc- 
tions. Iam going to conduct you to my house, where 
you will be in perfect safety ; for no one will suspect me 
of giving you an asylum.” 

They then covered Aboulcassem with a slave’s robe, 
and all left the tomb. Balkis proceeded to her father’s, 
and returned the key to the slave, whilst Prince Aly 
took the son of Abdelaziz to his own palace and kept 
him so well concealed that it was impossible his ene- 
mies could discover him. Aboulcassem remained some 
time in Prince Aly’s house, who treated him most 
kindly, until the king and his vizir, despairing of find- 
ing him, gave up their search. The prince then gave 
him a very beautiful horse, loaded him with sequins and 
precious stones, and said to him,— 

“You can now safely depart: the roads are open, and 
your enemies know not what is become of you. Hasten 
to seek a place where you will be secure from harm.” 

The young man thanked this generous prince for his 
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hospitality, and assured him he should ever gratefully 
remember it. Prince Aly embraced him, and prayed 
Heaven to protect and watch over him on his journey. 
Aboulcassem then took the road to Bagdad, and arrived 
there in safety a few days afterward. The first thing he 
did on entering the city was to hasten to the place where 
the merchants usually assembled. The hope of seeing 
there some one he had known at Basra, and of relating 
his misfortunes, was his only consolation. He was vexed 
at being unable to find this place, and, traversing the 
town, sought in vain for the face of a friend among the 
multitudes he met. Feeling fatigued, he stopped before 
the caliph’s palace to rest a little: the page whom he 
had given to his former guest was then at a window, and 
the child, looking by chance that way, instantly recog- 
nised him. He ran to the caliph’s apartment. 

‘‘My lord,” he exclaimed, “I have just seen my old 
master from Basra !’’ - 

Haroun put no faith in this report. ‘‘ You are mis- 
taken,” he said: ‘‘Aboulcassem no longer lives. Deceived 
by some fancied resemblance, you have taken another 
for him.” 

‘No, no, commander of the faithful; I assure you it 
is he: | am certain J am not mistaken.” 

Though the caliph did not believe this assertion, still, 
he wished to fathom the mystery, and sent one of his 
officers with the page to see the man the boy declared 
was the son of Abdelaziz. They found him in the 
same place, for, imagining he had recognised his little 
page, he waited till the child reappeared at the window. 
When the boy was convinced he was not deceived, he 
threw himself at the feet of Aboulcassem, who raised 
him, and asked if he had the honor of belonging to the 
caliph. 

“Yes, my lord,” said the child; “it was to the com- 
mander of the faithful himself; he it was whom you 
entertained at Basra; it was to him that you gave me. 
Come with me, my lord: the caliph will be delighted 
to see you.” 
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The surprise of the young man at this speech was 
extreme. He allowed himself to be conducted into the 
palace by the page and the officer, and was soon ushered 
into the apartment of Haroun. The prince was seated 
on a sofa. He was extremely affected at the sight of 
Aboulcassem. He hastened toward the young man, 
and held him long embraced without uttering a word, 
so much was he transported with joy. When he re- 
covered a little from his emotion, he said to the son of 
Abdelaziz,— 

“Young man, open your eyes, and recognise your 
happy guest. It was Il whom you received so hospitably, 
and to whom you gave presents that kings could not 
equal.” 

At these words Aboulcassem, who was not less moved 
than the caliph, and who from respect had drawn his 
eloak over his head and had not yet dared to look up, 
now uncovered his face, and said,— 

“O my sovereign master! O king of the world, was it 
you who honored your slave’s house?” And he threw 
himself at the feet of Haroun, and kissed the floor 
before him. 

‘‘ How is it,” said the prince, raising him, and placing 
him on a sofa, “that you are still alive? Tell me all 
that has happened to you.” 

Aboulcassem then related the cruelties of Aboulfatah, 
and how he had been preserved from the fury of that 
vizir. Haroun listened attentively, and then said,— 

‘‘Aboulcassem, I am the cause of your misfortunes. 
On my return to Bagdad, wishing to repay my debt to 
you, I sent a courier to the King of Basra, desiring him 
to resign his crown to you. Instead of executing my 
orders, he resolved to take your life. Aboulfatah, by 
putting you to the most frightful tortures, hoped to 
induce you to reveal your treasures: that was the sole 
reason he delayed your death. But you would have been 
revenged. Giafar, with a large body of my troops, is 
gone to Basra. I have given him orders to seize your 
two persecutors and to bring them here. In the mean 


THE TREASURES OF BASRA. 251 


time you shall remain in my palace, and be attended 
by my officers with as much respect as myself.” 

After this speech he took the young man by the 
hand, and made him descend to a garden filled with 
the choicest flowers. There he saw basins of marble, 
porphyry, and jasper, which served for reservoirs to 
multitudes of beautiful fish. In the midst of the 
garden, supported upon twelve lofty pillars of black 
marble, was a dome, the roof of sandal-wood and aloes. 
The spaces between the columns were closed by a 
double trellis-work of gold, which formed an aviary 
containing thousands of canaries of different colors, 
nightingales, linnets, and other harmonious birds, who, 
mingling their notes, formed the most charming con- 
cert. The baths of Haroun-al-Raschid were under this 
dome. The prince and his guest took a bath, after 
which the attendants rubbed them with the finest 
towels, which had never before been used. They then 
clothed Aboulcassem in rich apparel. The caliph con- 
ducted him to a chamber where refreshments awaited 
them, such as roasted fowls and lamb, white soups, 
pomegranates from Amlas and Ziri, pears from Exhali, 
grapes from Melah and Sevise, and apples from Ispahan. 
After they had partaken of these delicacies and drunk 
some delicious wine, the caliph conducted Aboulcassem 
to Zobeide’s apartment. This princess was seated on a 
throne of gold, surrounded by her slaves, who were 
ranged standing on each side of her: some had tam- 
bourines, others flutes and harps. At that moment 
their instruments were mute, all being attentively en- 
gaged in listening to a young girl whose charming voice 
rang through the saloon like the warblings of a night- 
ingale. As soon as Zobeide perceived the caliph and 
the son of Abdelaziz, she descended from her throne to 
receive them. 

“ Madam,” said Haroun, “allow me to present to you 
my host of Basra.” 

The young man prostrated himself before the princess. 
At this moment the vizir Giafar was heard returning 
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with the troops, and bringing with him Aboulfatah 
securely bound. As for the King of Basra, he was left 
behind, dying of grief and fright at not finding Aboul- 
cassem. Giafar had no sooner rendered an account of 
his mission, than the caliph ordered a scaffold to be 
erected before the palace, to which the wicked Aboul- 
fatah was conducted. The people, knowing the cruelty 
of this vizir, instead of being touched with his misfor- 
tune, testified the utmost impatience to witness his 
execution. The executioner was already prepared, sabre 
in hand, to strike off the guilty man’s head, when the 
son of Abdelaziz, prostrating himself before the caliph, 
exclaimed, ‘“‘O commander of the faithful, yield to my 
prayers the life of Aboulfatah! Let him live to witness 
my happiness, to behold all the favors you are confer- 
ring upon me, and he will be sufficiently punished.” 

“OQ too generous Aboulcassem,” replied the caliph, 
“you indeed deserve a crown! Happy the people of 
Basra to have you for their king !” 

“My lord, I have one more favor to ask. Give to 
the Prince Aly the throne you destined for myself. 
Let him reign, together with the lady who had the 
generosity to avert from me the fury of her father: 
these two lovers are worthy this honor. As to myself, 
cherished and protected by the commander of the faith- 
ful, I have no need of a crown; I shall be superior to 
kings.” 

The caliph assented to this proposal, and, to recom- 
pense Prince Aly for the service he had rendered the 
son of Abdelaziz, sent him the patents, and made him 
King of Basra; but, finding Aboulfatah too guilty to 
accord him liberty as well as life, he ordered the vizir 
to be shut up in a dark tower for the remainder of his 
days. When the people of Bagdad were informed that 
it was Aboulcassem himself who had begged the life of 
his persecutor, they showered a thousand praises on the 
generous young man, who soon after departed for Basra, 
escorted by a troop of the caliph’s guards and a great 
number of his officers. 


VIII. 
THE OLD CAMEL. 


EGGADI-BEN- Yousour, a merchant at Miliana, was a 
mere lover of gain: he never gave away any thing in 
alms; his heart was dry as the earth in the hottest 
days of summer, and never open to pity for the unfor- 
tunate. To amass, to amass forever, was the sole de- 
sire of Eggadi. But in what did his riches consist? 
None could say; for he concealed them with the ut- 
most care. 

One day, one of his camels having died, he bought 
to replace it the only camel of Ali-Bénala, a poor dealer 
in mats. This camel was the sole heritage of which Ali 
came into possession at the death of his father. He 
sold it for much less than its value,—-Eggadi, who was 
an adept at bargaining, depreciating it in every possible 
way, especially on account of its extreme age. 

On his next journey Eggadi added this camel to his 
little caravan. As he was passing a solitary place, he 
was surprised to see the camel betake itself with hasty 
steps to a spot at some distance behind some rocks, 
and on its arrival there kneel down and groan, as camels 
usually do when they expect to be unloaded. A negro, 
having run after the animal, brought 1t back to its place 
in the caravan. 

Eggadi soon took a second journey on the same road, 
and on this occasion too the camel sold him by Ali- 
Bénala again quitted the rank, and was again observed 
to kneel down and groan at the same place. This 
time Eggadi followed it, and saw with surprise that the 
spot at which it stopped was one where no merchant of 


any country had been ever known to unload his mer- 
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chandise. He reflected deeply on this circumstance, 
and in the end resolved to revisit the spot alone with 
the camel, who, faithful perhaps to some recollection, 
might, he thought, be the means of disclosing to him 
some mysterious act, or perhaps the place where a trea- 
sure lay concealed. 

Eggadi returned, in short, soon after, to this solitary 
spot. He had brought with him a spade, and proceeded 
to dig with care around the camel, who had invariably 
knelt in the same place. He had scarcely labored ten 
minutes ere he discovered traces of another spade: this 
redoubled his zeal, and soon after, to his intense satis- 
faction, he came upon some bags of money, then a 
coffer firmly shut, but which contained, he could not 
doubt, objects of costly value. He first took the bags, 
which were filled with good and true Spanish doub- 
loons; with these he loaded his camel, who thus had 
gained nothing but a double burden for his pains: 
then, having recovered with stones and sand the pre- 
cious coffer, which he resolved upon examining another 
time, he returned with his mind greatly preoccupied, 
asking himself whether it must not have been the old 
father: of Ali-Bénala to whom all the wealth he aiaia just 
discovered formerly belonged. 

This question, which he could not help addressing to 
his conscience over and over again, prevented him from 
fully enjoying the possession of his treasure. Although 
he dearly loved money, yet Eggadi to obtain posses- 
sion of it had never yet plundered the widow and the 
orphan. The first step in the road to evil is not accom- 
plished without difficulty and without remorse. Eggadi 
painfully experienced the truth of this. “And yet,” 
said he to himself, ‘“‘ I made a fair bargain with poor Ali 
for this very camel which has been the means of my 
finding a treasure.” 

Before going to take possession of the coffer left 
under ground behind the rocks, Eggadi, impelled by 
his conscience, approached the miserable shop where Ali 
carried on the sale of his mats, and said to him, — 
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“ How comes it, Ali, that your father, rich as it is said 
he was, left you no fortune, only an old camel and a 
house in ruins ?” 

“Ah!” replied Ali, “my father was good to the poor. 
Not only did he call every poor man his brother, but 
assisted him to the utmost of his power. At times, 
however, I have suspected that my father may have had 
riches concealed in some spot, and that he intended to 
bestow them upon me before he died. And I will tell 
you what led me to suppose so. 

“« A few moments before his death he sent for me, and 
said, ‘I have a great secret to confide to thee. Come 
close to me, that my voice may reach thy ear alone: 
but before our conversation, my son, let us pray to 
Allah to grant us on this solemn day that which is best 
for us.’ 

“We prayed, and in ten minutes my father was no 
more. Allah, no doubt, judged that that which was 
best for me was poverty. Allah be praised i”? 

Ali bowed his head profoundly, laying his hand upon 
his breast. Eggadi, much disturbed at the virtuous re- 
signation of Ali-Bénala, rejoined,— 

“ But thinkest thou that, if good fortune befell thee, 
thou wouldst know how to make good use of it?” 

‘Allah alone knows,” said Ali. ‘‘Should he ever see 
fit to make me rich, he will know how to fit me for the 
change. For myself, I cannot succeed in improving the 
poverty of my estate. I work incessantly, but nothing 
succeeds with me. My oxen, if I have any, drown 
themselves in crossing a torrent; my goods either do 
not sell or are damaged. I am destined to possess upon 
this earth nothing but this miserable hut, which has 
been my only home for ten years. But what matters it, 
provided I fulfil the law of the prophet? JI shall see 
Abraham in heaven. If at times my poverty renders 
me uneasy, it is only for the sake of my poor children, 
who live miserably in a house as open to the wind and 
the rain as though it were without a roof.” 

“Well,” said Eggadi, “it is certainly not just that 
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such an honest man as thou should be in such a 
wretched state of poverty.” 

“ How ! not just?” replied Ali. “Are there not, then, 
many honest men who are no richer than myself?” 

“That may be,” said Eggadi. ‘“ Nevertheless, since 
thy father was rich, it seems to be but just that thou 
shouldst be so too, and I come to propose to thee to 
enter into partnership with me. I have two good 
houses outside the town: one shall be for thy family, 
the other for mine. We shall live as brothers, and unite 
our children as in the time of the patriarchs.” 

Ali remained greatly astonished at such a proposition, 
coming especially from Eggadi-ben-Yousouf, who had 
never had any friendship for him, and who, so far from 
evincing any generosity toward him, had bargained 
with him for his poor camel like the veriest Jew in the 
world. 

He therefore remained silent, neither accepting nor 
refusing the offer, but looking with an abstracted air 
upon the mats in his miserable dwelling. 

“Well,” said Eggadi, ashamed at the bottom of his 
heart at making this show of generosity to one whom 
he was secretly despoiling,—‘“ well, thou dost not reply 
to me ?” 

‘“‘Grant me time to imitate the example of my father 
by invoking Allah before taking a resolution,” said Al. 
“Allah alone can know whether it will be best for me 
to keep at once my poverty and the freedom of all my 
actions, or to aecept opulence and with it the necessity 
of being always of thy opinion; for, bringing into our part- 
nership nothing but my two stout arms, I should be an 
ingrate if I did not yield in every thing to thy wishes.” 

Eggadi involuntarily cast down his eyes before this 
poor man who spoke with so much wisdom. 

“« Well,” said he again, “reflect till to-morrow, and 
come to me in the morning under the palm-trees in 
front of my house: I will there await thee.” 

Then these two men separated. Ali, praying in the 
. mosque, thought he heard his father pronounce these 
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words :—‘‘ Never associate thyself save with him who 
has no more than thyself, and who already knows the 
right way. The good are spoiled by associating with 
the rogue and the miser, whilst neither rogue nor 
miser is reformed by association with one better than 
himself.” 

The next morning Ali repaired to the palm-trees 
which grew before the house of Eggadi, where the latter 
awaited him uneasy and fatigued after a sleepless night. 
After the usual Mussulman salutation, Ali-Bénala said 
to the rich Eggadi,— 

“ How comes it that thou appearest sad,—thou who 
possessest fine houses, coffers of gold, and merchandise, 
whilst I—I who have nothing—rise with a joyous heart, 
and smoke my pipe all day with pleasure, seated on the 
threshold of my poor shop?” 

“The weight of business overwhelms me,” replied 
Eggadi: ‘I have great need of some one to share it.” 

“Then why not diminish thy transactions and live 
in peace ?” inquired Ali. 

‘No, no; it is impossible to set limits to one’s pur- 
chases and sales. A fortunate speculation balances an 
unlucky one. You must accept all if you would grow 
rich. But come: hast thou decided? Wiit thou enter 
into partnership with me?” 

“I have reflected and prayed,” said Ali. “I am very 
grateful for thy offers, and Allah will doubtless recom- 
pense thee; but prudence forbids me to accept them. 
I will never enter into partnership but with one who is 
as poor as myself.” 

‘Indeed!’ exclaimed Eggadi-ben-Yousouf, “be no 
longer then surprised at thy poverty, since thou refusest 
the opportunity of enriching thyself. The traveller 
who does not stop beneath the first tree he meets 
runs the risk of not finding another upon his road, and 
of performing the whole journey without enjoying their 
refreshing shade. Such a man would have no right 
to complain of the dust of the roads or the heat of the 

39 


sun. 
R 29% 


258 THE OLD CAMEL. 


“I do not complain,” replied Ali: “3 eome, om the 
contrary, to tell thee that I live and sleep in peace.” 

4i It is well, it is well,” said Eggadi, whọ had not 
closed his eyes till the morning; “it is well. Remain 
as thoa art. Instead of gold-pieces, be content to re- 
ceive rain-drops through thy roof, eat bread whem thou 
hast any, and go fasting oftener: it concerns me no 
more.” 

“ I should be'a fool,” added he, internally, “to trouble 
myself any longer about the poverty of this man.” 
And he remembered his fine house, where gilded cakes, 
a delicious repast, and rieh and rare fruits awaited him. 

He ate his meal in company with his sons; then he 
washed his beard and hands, rose from the table, and 
called his wife, his daughters, his mother, and his grand- 
mother, and said to them, ‘‘ Women, eat in your turn: 
this is for you.” 

The women respectfully kissed his hands, and pro- 
ceeded to make their meal, whilst he went and sat 
down out of doors, and smoked with his sons, to whom 
he spoke as follows whilst a negro waited upon him 
with coffee :— 

“Tam about to take another journey. During my 
absence see to such-and-such things, and do not forget 
any of my orders, if you would not run the risk of 
becoming poor,-—poor,” he was ‘going to say, “as Ali, 
the seller of mats,” but this name excited too keenly 
his remorse: he could not venture to pronounce it. 

So that, in spite of the good repast of which he had 
just partaken, Eggadi felt ill at ease, for the thought 
was ever recurring to him, “Ali is poor, his father was 
rich, and it is I who have unjustly taken possession of 
his father’s wealth.” Meanwhile, Eggadi had this very 
moderate relief:—he might still enjoy the benefit of a 
doubt as to whether the father of Ali was really the 
possessor of the discovered treasures. However, the 
coffer left behind the rocks would doubtless throw a 
light upon this matter. Eggadi proceeded at once in 
search of this coffer: he opened it, and his eyes, dazzled 
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though they were by the precious objects that met their 
gaze, were constrained to perceive at the same time a 
sheet of parchment, upon which the following words 
were very distinctly inscribed :— 

“All the treasures buried in this spot have been law- 
fully acquired, or received in heritage, by me, Mus- 
tapha Selim. I bequeath them to my only son, Ali- 
Bénala, who has ever been a faithful servant of Allah 
and respectful toward me. May he, and his children, 
and his children’s children, inherit and enjoy these pos- 
sessions, to which I add my benediction !” 

As soon as Eggadi had read these words, a profound 
sadness took possession of him, for he could no longer 
doubt that these hidden riches were the inheritance 
of Ali-Bénala. If therefore he appropriated them, he 
was a despoiler of the poor and the orphan. It would 
have been so delightful to have been able to keep up 
the illusion, and to say to himself, “This wealth was 
without an owner; Allah has been pleased to bestow it 
on me!” But if Eggadi had never as yet committed 
any very culpable actions, he had never done any good 
ones, and did not merit the protection of Heaven. He 
dared not doubt that by keeping unlawful possession 
of the property of Ali he should incur the wrath of 
Heaven ; at the same time, he could not bring himself 
to renounce it. He took the coffer, carried it home, 
meditating by turns on the uses to which he might 
turn his great fortune, and on what might be done by 
way of compromising his conscience for poor Ali, his 
children, and his children’s children. 

Arrived at his own house, he placed his treasures in 
a large chest, which he kept thenceforth in the cham- 
ber where he passed his nights. By day, too, this coffer 
often served him for a seat; whilst scarce a day passed 
without his opening it, to assure himself that nothing 
had disappeared. He kept it carefully fastened with 
the aid of several locks and a master-key, of which 
he never gave up the possession. 

Eggadi contemplated a thousand times these treasures 
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acquired with so little trouble,—if we can call that 
gained with little trouble which is purchased at the 
price of our peace of mind. And each time after having 
contemplated them he would repeat to himself the words 
of Ali:—‘“ Allah will no doubt recompense thee.” ‘Ah, 
if he recompenses me as I deserve,” he could not help 
reflecting, ‘he will send me great disasters indeed.” 

Pursued by the dread of a heavy chastisement, Eggadi 
became so miserable in the midst of his fine family and 
his treasures, that he formed the project of quitting his 
country, where the sight of Ali, his humble house and 
miserable shop, haunted him incessantly. So he ad- 
justed his affairs, collected his merchandise, and then 
communicated his intention to his children and his 
servants. 

But whilst, spurred on by a secret terror, he was has- 
tening the preparations for his departure, Allah, on 
whose will depend all things on earth and in heaven, 
visited him with a severe fever, accompanied with de- 
lirium, during which he spoke incessantly of the old 
camel of Ali, of concealed treasures, and the vengeance 
of Heaven. 

Salmanazar, an old Jew doctor, had charge of Eggadi: 
he heard the incoherent ravings of his patient, and im- 
mediately divined them to be the result of preceding 
mental anguish. Thanks to the skill acquired by me- 
dical science, and still more to the intuition engendered 
by the desire of self-enrichment, the old Jew was not 
slow in comprehending that there was a secret relating 
to a treasure unjustly acquired, and he saw no reason, 
moreover, why he should not be a partaker in the 
booty. 

He found means, therefore, to remove all the attend- 
ants, and, constituting himself sole guardian of the sick 
man, seated himself by his bedside and patiently awaited 
the auspicious moment which should deliver into his 
merciless keeping a soul harassed by the stings of re- 
morse. 

This moment at length arrived. Eggadi ceased to be 
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delirious, and, as though awakening froma painfuldream, 
drew a long breath, and cast looks of inquiry around 
him. 

Salmanazar, who had been watching for this oppor- 
tunity, then exclaimed, ‘‘ Eggadi! Eggadi! you Mussul- 
mans cry, ‘God is great; but you do not believe it, for, 
if you did, how could you dare enrich yourselves at the 
expense of the poor man and his children? Thou art 
rich, Eggadi, and Ali is poor.” 

“What sayest thou?” cried the sick man, distending 
his eyes with terror as dismal recollections thronged 
upon hin. 

“I say that thou hast a treasure which should not 
belong to thee, and that this is why thou hast the fever, 
and why moreover thou wilt die unless I save thy life 
by my profound science. Restitution must be made: 
nay, if indeed thou wert to do good with this treasure to 
poor Jews like me, God would perhaps pardon thee; but 
thou takest care to give us nothing. If I cure thee, 
what will be my profit? A few miserable doubloons, 
which I shall have all the same if thou diest; for thy 
sons will give them me, and, if they refused to pay me, 
I should summon them before the cadi. Thus, whether 
thou livest or whether thou diest is much the same to 
me. Nevertheless, if I had a mind, I could easily cure 
thee, and cause thee still to live, that thy days might 
be long upon the earth. But what profit would this be 
to me?” 

«Cure me, cure me,” cried the sick man, “and I will 
give thee far more than my sons would give thee, far 
more than the cadi would grant thee did my children 
refuse thee payment. I will give thee twenty doub- 
loons,—nay, fifty. That would be a fine thing for 
thee.” 

“It would be a much better thing for thyself,” chuc- 
kled Salmanazar. “Of what use will thy doubloons be 
to thee when thou art dead? I demand five hundred 
doubloons for curing thee, and I will have them at once, 
for in an hour’s time I shall demand a thousand, and if 
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you then delay deciding there will be no longer any 
time to choose.” 

“ A thousand doubloons!” exclaimed the patient: “I 
will not even give thee five hundred. If I did, Allah 
would not pardon me the more, even supposing I really 
ain guilty of what thou suggested.” 

“Well, then, thou wilt die,” rejoined Salmanazar, 
settling himself again in his chair. 

The chamber of the sick man was gloomy. A small 
lamp cast a fitful light upon one corner, while the rest 
seemed inhabited by nothing but dim shadows. An 
odor of fever and its remedies pervaded the atmo- 
sphere; out of doors—for it was night—the dismal cry 
of the jackals seeking food resounded, whilst the deep 
baying of the neighboring dogs was heard without inter- 
mission. The weather was windy and tempestuous. All 
this but served to inerease the deep depression which 
filled the soul of Eggadi. He threwawistful look around 
his shadow-haunted room; it fell upon the old Jew, who 
was watching him askance, his large dark eyes dimmed 
by ophthalmia, and he asked himself whether the old 
man, with his prominent nose, yellow visage, long, lean, 
and withered arms, habited in a scanty and dirty gar- 
ment, were not some evil genius come thither to curse 
him for his erime and drag him to the bottomless pit 
of perdition. 

Nevertheless, Eggadi contrived to raise himself up 
in a sitting posture on his bed. He collected all his 
strength, drew a long breath, sighed feebly, and said,— 

“Well, I have decided, Salmanazar: give me the re- 
medy which will make my days long upon the earth.” 

“« Give me first the five hundred doubloons,” said Sal- 
manazar. 

“I have them not here,” replied the sieck man. 

“Tell me where they are. I will go and get them.” 

“That is impossible,” said Eggadi; ‘‘but summon 
Bankala, my black slave: he will bring me the key of 
my coffer, and the coffer itself which contains my trea- 
sures.” 
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“Well and good,” replied Salmanazar; and he sum- 
moned Bankala, 

Eggadi gave some otders to the slave in a language 
unknown to Salmanazar, and le disappeared. He re- 
turned shortly with two other slaves, whom he placed 
like two sentinels by the side of his inaster’s bed. 

‘Send away those men,” said Salmanazir to thé sick 
man. The latter replied, ‘“‘They are needed to go and 
bring the coffer as soon as Bankala shall have given us 
the key: he and I alone know where it is hidden.” 

“Tt is well,’ said the Jew; and he held his peace, 
looking alternately at the sick man and the two slaves. 

‘What wilt thou do to effect my eure?” began Eggadi 
to inquire of the Jew, in a doleful tone. 

“ Thou shalt see; thou shalt see,” replied tte latter. 
And they both awaited the return of the slave with an 
equal anxiety, whieh they in vain strove to conceal. 

Bankala made them wait a long time, but, when at 
length he did return, Ali, the poor seller of mats, fol- 
lowed upon his footsteps. ‘‘ Arise quickly,’ had been 
the summons of the slave to him; ‘“‘ Eggadi, my master, 
summons thee in the name of Allah, and desires to see 
thee before he dies.” Ali had hastened to obey. At 
sight of him the Jew trembled. Eggadi, on the con- 
trary, felt himself happy and reassured. 

“Come hither, Ali,” said he; “come and behold a 
man guilty but repentant. The example of thy virtues 
did not suffice to bring me back to the path of duty: it 
was necessary that 1 should be struek by misfortune. 
Thanks to Heaven, misfortune has befallen me. Ali! 
Ali! it was I who bought of thee the old eamel which 
was left thee by thy father. That camel no doubt aided 
him in coneealing the great wealth he would fain have 
bestowed upon thee ere he died. I discovered this 
wealth, and I conceived the iniquitous design of keep- 
ing it, instead of restoring it to thee in accordance 
with the demands of justice. I was on the point of 
quitting my country to avoid the further sight of thy 
poverty, the unceasing reproach to my crime, when 
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Allah visited me with a terrible malady and a still more 
terrible physician. This physician, whom thou there 
beholdest, having discovered my secret, instead of urging 
me to the restitution of my ill-acquired fortune, dreamt 
only of sharing it with me, and threatened me with 
death if I refused the division of the plunder. 

«His horrible conduct, his avarice and cruelty, com- 
bined, have inspired me with horror, and have shown 
me to what lengths an inordinate love of gold may 
lead. Ihave mourned for my fault, and have taken a 
sudden resolution to repair it. By deceiving this skil- 
ful man, I have been enabled to send for thee, and 
before him I declare that I render thee up joyfully all 
the treasures which are enclosed in the chest upon 
which Shlmanazar is seated.” 

Salmanazar started up on hearing these words. How! 
he had been actually sitting upon the treasure and had 
not divined it! 

Eggadi continued :— 

«Consider, Ali, what will be most suitable to be- 
stow upon this Jew. He demanded of me five hundred 
doubloons down, or a thousand in an hour’s time, if I 
desired to live. 1 think that five hundred blows with a 
stick should be his recompense: at the same time, I am 
unworthy to judge any man in this world. Thou who 
art just, act toward him as thou thinkest best, but 
deign, above all things, to grant me thy forgiveness.” 

Ali was of course greatly surprised at all he had just 
heard. He took a moment to collect his thoughts, and 
then said,— 

“ Eggadi-ben-Yousouf, I pardon thee willingly; and, 
to prove it, I say to thee, as thou once saidst to me,— 

“Let us enter into partnership; let us live as bro- 
thers, and unite our children as in the time of the 
patriarchs. As for Salmanazar, let his only punish- 
ment be to behold the riches he would have forced 
thee to share with him, and, after having seen them, 
let him return home without money and without blows.” 

The wish of the wise Ali was put into execution. 
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The coffer, the key of which Eggadi had about him, 
was opened; and the Jew, though still trembling with 
the fear of receiving the blows, could not help eagerly 
regarding the gold and precious stones which were re- 
vealed to his cupidity. Then he departed, filled with 
grief at having missed his aim, and at not having been 
himself the fortunate purchaser of the old camel of 
Ali. This event was engraven on his memory, and 
caused him to regard with looks of eager anxiety all 
the old camels whom he chanced to meet. He often 
stopped before them, and seemed to endeavor to trace 
in their movements some mysterious sign which might 
lead to the discovery of hidden treasures. 

Eggadi, having his conscience at ease, regained his 
health without the aid of any other physician. He 
became the adopted brother of Ali, who insisted on 
sharing with him his newly-acquired fortune; and these 
two men, their children, and their children’s children, 
continued to live together wealthy and united. 
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TAs 
THE STORY OF MEDJEDDIN. 


Many hundred years ago there lived in the famous 
city of Bagdad a retired merchant named El Kattab. 
The earlier part of his life had been assiduously devoted 
to commercial pursuits, in the prosecution of which he 
had made many a long journey and crossed many a 
sea. In the course of his wanderings he had not only 
amassed the wealth he sought, but, what was better, had 
stored his mind and memory with the treasures of 
wisdom and general information. The property he had 
acquired was far from immense, yet it was amply suffi- 
cient to enable him to live in a style of substantial com- 
fort and respectability, and to devote himself to the 
darling object of his declining years,—the education and 
training of his only son. 

E] Kattab’s beard was gray; yet he had not very long 
passed the prime of life, and still retained most of the 
vigor and elasticity of his earlier years. He was wise 
enough to be content with the quiet enjoyments of a 
moderate affluence, and had no desire to wear out the 
rest of his life in the feverish labor of constant acquire- 
ment, for the mere sake of amassing a splendid fortune, 
—therein differing from too many of his friends, who 
seemed to forget, in their headlong pursuit of enormous 
riches, that, by the time these might be acquired, life 
would be nigh spent, and at any rate all its charms 
gone, unless some higher and nobler object had been 
substituted for that of mere wealth-getting. 

The city of Mossul had been El Kattab’s home in 
his earlier days; but he quitted it, and took up his 
abode in Bagdad, partly in order to be near his friend 
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Salek, with whom he had been on the most intimate 
terms from his youth, partly, too, for the sake of his 
son’s education, as he expected that a residence in the 
latter city would produce good and lasting impressions 
on the mind of the young man; for the great city of 
Bagdad was at this time under the rule of the far-famed 
Caliph Haroun-al-Raschid, and was the resort of stran- 
gers from all parts of the globe; and here artists and 
sages of all countries mingled with each other. Nor had 
El Kattab conceived a vain expectation. His son, whose 
name was Medjeddin, was a young man gifted with 
good natural abilities and endowed with a pure and 
noble heart. He used every opportunity to extend his 
knowledge and improve his disposition; nor was he 
deficient in bodily exercises and warlike accomplish- 
ments: so that through good discipline he became 
powerful in body and strong in mind. He was not 
only, therefore, as was natural enough, the joy and 
pride of his father, but was loved and esteemed by all 
who knew him, and was often pointed out by the elders, 
to others of his own age, as an example worthy of 
imitation. As the father saw his greatest treasure in 
the person of his son, so the latter, with all the fervor 
of a well-directed mind, clung affectionately to his father. 

Some years passed over them in this mutual love, 
rendered still more delightful by the companionship of 
their friend Salek, and their happiness was full and 
uninterrupted. It chanced one day that El Kattab 
and Salek were taking their accustomed walk in the 
gardens adjoining the city in front of the gate. The 
heat of the summer’s day had been diminished by a 
gentle rain, and the two strolled on, in happy conver- 
sation, and extended their walk beyond its usual length. 
They passed the last garden, and wandered on over 
some green meacow-land, behind a little wood, at the 
entrance of which stood high palms, whose shadows 
invited to repose, while a fresh spring gushed from a 
neighboring rock and meandered among the verdant 
herbage and variegated flowers. 
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The two friends lay down in the shade and conversed 
on the perils to which even the most virtuous men are 
subject, particularly enlarging on the danger of an over- 
confidence in the rectitude of our own intentions, and 
on the comparative ease with which a sudden impulse 
will sometimes hurry even the best of men, who pos- 
sesses an overweening reliance on his own firmness of 
purpose, into a false, or even fatal, step in life. 

“JT have known men,” observed Salek, ‘who, al- 
though among the best and noblest I have ever met 
in the course of my life, have been led unawares, by 
too great self-confidence, into an action which they 
might easily have avoided by moderate eaution, but 
which has proved the beginning of a long chain of 
evils, ending at last in their complete ruin.” 

El Kattab, on the contrary, maintained that a heart 
aceustomed from early youth to virtue would not be 
easily led to commit a serious fault, and, even if this 
should happen, that it would readily find its way baek 
from a slight error to the right road. They continued 
to talk on these subjects, each endeavoring to confirm 
his assertions by examples, whilst Medjeddin, stretched 
beside them, listened with attention to their conversa- 
tion. Suddenly he sprang to his feet, and ran quickly 
up the woody hill at the foot of which they were re- 
posing. His father and Salek looked after him sur- 
prised, as they could not eomprehend what had occa- 
sioned his sudden disappearance. They then saw that 
a little bird, as white as snow, was flying before him, 
whieh he was trying to catch. He was soon lost to 
their view among the bushes: they called to him to 
come back; but in vain. They waited for a quarter of 
an hour, and still Medjeddin did not return. Growing 
uneasy about him, they advanced in the direction in 
which he had disappeared, but could diseover nothing. 
At last the sun set: then Salek said, ‘ Let us return 
home: your son is a strong, active young man ;_ he will 
easily find his way back to the eity. Perhaps he has 
gone home some other way, and will be there before us.” 
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After much opposition, the father was persuaded to 
return without his son; but he was still full of anxiety 
which no arguments could overcome. When they 
arrived at the city, his friend accompanied him to his 
house. They entered hastily, and inquired for Med- 
jeddin; but he had not returned. Salek’s cheering 
suggestions were of no more avail; Hl Kattab would 
no longer listen to him, but threw himself weeping 
on his couch. Salek rebuked him for this weakness, 
and represented to him that it might easily have hap- 
pened that the young man had lost his way in the pur- 
suit of the bird, and could not recover the track all at 


once. 
“He has no doubt found shelter, where he will re- 
main till morning,’ continued he: “he will return 


here early to-morrow, and will laugh heartily at your 
fears.” 

When Salek was gone, El Kattab gave free scope to 
his feelings. He wept aloud, tore his beard, and 
dashed himself upon the ground, like a madman. 
The slaves stood around in motionless astonishment, 
surprised to see their master exhibiting such pas- 
sionate emotion ; others sought to console him, but 
fruitlessly : at length they all began to cry and bewail 
with him for his dear son, who was beloved by them 
all. After a sleepless night, the afflicted father rose 
not at all quieted. He wished early in the morning to 
send messengers in all directions; but Salek, who had 
come to inquire if the lost one had returned home, 
explained to him how foolish this step would be. 

“Consider,” said he, ‘that your Medjeddin has 
most probably found a night’s lodging, and slept better 
than you. Supposing him, therefore, to be at any pro- 
bable distance, even if he had set out on his way at 
daybreak, he could hardly be here now: if you send 
these messengers after him, he may perhaps come home 
by a shorter path, while they will be searching for him 
in vain. Wait at least till mid-day.” 

El Kattab yielded. He appointed the messengers to 
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be ready at noon, and in the mean while walked through 
the gardens and in the country around the city, where 
they had been on the preceding day. His friend accom- 
panied him, although he pointed out that Medjeddin 
might, in the interval, have reached home while they 
were walking, and that El Kattab was thus perhaps 
giving himself more trouble than was necessary. 

“I have yielded to you in the rest,” replied El 
Kattab; “let me at least in this instance have my own 
will, and walk here.” 

Thèy went together to the fountain in the rock near 
the palms; they climbed the neighboring heights; 
they called the name of the lost one in all directions; 
but no sound was heard in reply.’ At noon they went 
home, and asked all they met if they had seen a young 
man, whom they accurately described. Nobody could 
give them any information about him. El Kattab now 
sent out his messengers in all directions,—promising 
a rich reward to the one who should lead his lost son 
back to his arms. The messengers returned on the 
tenth day, and reported that all their researches had 
been without success. At this the parent’s grief knew 
no bounds. His friend Salek remained almost con- 
stantly with him, comforting him; and all his friends 
held a consultation on the possible means of gaining 
tidings of Medjeddin. They agreed that he could not 
have been killed, for then his corpse would have been 
found: that he had no cause to conceal himself: that 
he could not have been attacked by enemies, as he had 
none. Might he, they suggested, in pursuit of the bird, 
have been led to the brink of the river, and have 
thrown himself in and been carried away by the stream ? 
Scarcely had this idea presented itself, ere two mes- 
sengers were despatched to each side of the river to 
search, from its junction with the Euphrates above 
Balsora to the spot where it flows into the Arabian Sea, 
and ascertain if the corpse of Medjeddin had been 
washed ashore. But these messengers also returned 

to the anxious parent, without having found what 
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they sought. The parent and his friend now gave up 
Medjeddin for lost. El Kattab’s spirit was broken; 
grief for his lost son shortened his life; he soon became 
old: all joy fled from his mind; and his sorrow was 
only a little alleviated when his faithful friend Salek 
sat by him in the evening, talking with him of his 
son, relating the virtues by which he had been distin- 
guished, and telling him how it had been his darling 
wish that this excellent young man should marry his 
daughter Maryam. 

A few days afterward the Caliph Haroun-al-Raschid 
went, as he was accustomed, in disguise, with his grand 
vizir Giafar and Mesrur his chamberlain, through 
the streets of Bagdad, to see with his own eyes and to 
hear with his own -ears how justice and order were 
maintained ‘by his servants, and whether his people 
were happy and prosperous. He had, as usual, chosen 
the last hour of the ‘evening for this walk, because he 
thought that at this time he could look deeper into the 
joys and pleasures of his subjects, as they had then 
ended their daily toils and were seeking comfort and 
repose in the bosoms of their families. In the course 
of his progress he came to a street remarkable for its 
peculiar quiet. „As he approached a house before the 
door of which two men were standing whispering, 
Haroun-al-Raschid addressed them with these words :— 
“Why do you whisper, as if you were concerting a 
crime? Is not this street lonely enough, that you 
cannot hold your discourse aloud? Can you tell me 
why this street is so quiet, as though every inhabitant 
were dead ?” 

“ I can easily tell you, my lord,” answered one of the 
whisperers: “here, in the next house, lives the un- 
fortunate El Kattab; and, as usual at this hour, his 
friend Salek is sitting with him to console him. Now, 
all the inhabitants of this street respect this man, and 
wish not to remind him, by any outburst of joy, that 
happier men than himself live in his neighborhood.” 

Before the caliph could answer him, the man turned 
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away and entered the house, and the other followed 
him. 

‘Have you ever heard of this unfortunate El Kattab 
before ?”” asked Haroun-al-Raschid of his grand vizir; 
and, as he answered in the negative, the caliph pro- 
ceeded :—“ Let us make an inspection of the house 
where this El Kattab dwells: perhaps we may discover 
the cause of his sorrow.” 

They drew near, and saw the light from the inner 
court shining through a crevice. The caliph applied 
his eye to the aperture, and, after he had watched for 
some time, beckoned his followers to him, and said, 
“Two gray-headed men are sitting in this court by the 
light of a lamp, and one seems to be coinforting the 
other; but this latter continues to weep all the more 
bitterly the more his companion endeavors to console 
him. Both appear to be of the same rank. I am desirous 
of knowing what sorrow oppresses the unfortunate El 
Kattab: order him to appear at my palace early to- 
morrow morning; perhaps it may be in my power to 
lighten his calamity.” 

The next day the grand vizir executed his commission. 
E] Kattab was alarmed when he heard that his presence 
was required at the palace. He was led into the great 
hall where the divan usually assembled; but there the 
attendants left him quite alone. He reviewed the whole 
of his past hfe, to see if he had sinned in any way, so 
as to bring on him the displeasure of the caliph; for he 
knew that Haroun-al-Raschid often, in a mysterious 
manner, discovered the faults of his subjects, and 
punished them accordingly. But he could not call to 
mind any deed of which he felt ashamed, nor any that 
deserved punishment. Whilst he was thus meditating, 
a curtain was drawn back, and the caliph entered, fol- 
lowed by his vizir and his chamberlain. El Kattab rose 
from the ground, and bowed his head down to the carpet 
on which the caliph stood. 

“El Kattab,” said the caliph, “a heavy weight of grief 
seems to oppress you; and, by the anxiety which your 
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neighbors manifest to show respect for your sorrow, I 
must consider you asa man of worth: I wish, then, to 
know the cause of your despondency. Have you any 
objection to inform me of it before these two witnesses, 
or would you rather confide to me alone the reason of 
your tears?” 

‘Ruler of the faithful,” answered El Kattab, ‘‘ sorrow 
is great and deep in my soul; but still the cause of it is 
unworthy to distract for a moment the attention of the 
caliph from the cares of his kingdom.” 

The caliph replied, ‘‘That which fills the heart of 
the meanest of my subjects with such grief that it con- 
sumes his life is not unworthy of my care. If I am 
eareful for my whole kingdom, this care none the less 
extends to each individual; and, if [am careful for one, | 
this one is a member of the whole, and thus my care is 
not lost. Butspeak! what is the cause of your affliction?” 

El Kattab then recounted the mysterious disappear- 
ance of his son,—how he had sought for him everywhere, 
and how all his messengers had returned home without 
the least trace of him. ‘I must therefore weep for him 
as one that is dead,’’—thus he ended his relation ; “and 
in tears perhaps my sorrow might expend itself, if at the 
same time a spark of hope did not live in my heart that 
possibly he is still alive: but ah! where? This spark 
of hope keeps the wound in the father’s heart always 
open.” 

“You have, indeed, real cause for grief,” answered 
the caliph, “and I comprehend that the uncertainty 
of your son’s fate must be as terrible to bear as would be 
the mournful certainty of his death. You did wrong in 
not applying to me before; my power extends not only 
over believers, but also into foreign lands: other kings 
and rulers I have as my servants, whose eyes see for me, 
whose ears hear for me, and whose hands perform what 
is necessary in order to do my pleasure. That which 
was not possible to yourself, your friends, and your ser- 
vants to accomplish may perhaps prove easy for me. 
Now go home, and believe that you shall obtain news 
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of your son, if he live on the earth, in any land where 
my power can reach.” 

With these words he dismissed him, after he had first 
inquired the marks by which his lost son might be re- 
cognised. 

When El Kattab was sitting again with his friend 
Salek in the evening, he related to him the gracious 
and comforting words of the caliph. Salck perceived 
that hope was revived in his friend’s heart, and that he 
confidently trusted to find hisson. He thought it his 
duty, therefore, to damp somewhat this hope, and said, 
“« Beloved friend, I have once heard a speech, which 
sunk deeply in my memory: it is, ‘Trust not in princes: 
they are but men.’ In truth, the mightiest on earth 
are subject to destiny. If the caliph have influence in 
distant lands, it must still be within a comparatively 
confined and narrow limit; whilst what isin the farthest 
regions of the earth, as well as what is but a span dis- 
tant, are all equally under the control of all-governing 
fate, even from the meanest slave to the ruler of the 
faithful.” 

Haroun-al-Raschid meanwhile resolved to do all he 
could to fulfil the hope he had raised in El Kattab’s 
heart. He gave a commission to all his servants in the 
kingdom, high and low, and to his ambassadors in the 
neighboring kingdoms, and even sent into distant lands, 
with the princes of which he was on terms of friend- 
ship, at the same time despatching messengers with the 
charge to search for Medjeddin with all diligence, giving 
them a description by which they might recognise him 
if they found him. But week after week, and month 
after month, passed away: even a whole year elapsed, 
without any intelligence being received either of the 
life or death of the lost one. So that all hope of finding 
him deserted the father forever. 

Medjeddin, meantime, had not perished. None of the 
accidents suggested by his father’s advisers had befallen 
him: he still lived, but in such complete concealment 
that it was impossible for any one to discover him. He 
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had followed the snow-white bird till evening, without 
clearly knowing why: he was induced to think he could 
catch the curious creature, particularly as it flew at such 
a moderate height from the ground, and at the same time 
so slowly. The tardiness of its flight made him con- 
jecture that it must have hurt one of its wings: several 
: times he succeeded in getting quite close to it, but, just 
as he stretched out his hand to seize it, the bird again 
raised his wings.and flew a little in advance. Medjeddin 
now felt himself tired, and would have given up the pur- 
suit, but the bird also seemed fatigued: he approached 
it, but again the bird flew a little farther off. In this 
chase he climbed a hill, and soon after found himself in 
a narrow meadow-valley, down which he ran: twilight 
came, but the snow-white color of the bird still lighted 
him on. At last the pursued bird perched in a thicket : 
he hastened to it, but when he closed his hand to seize 
his prisoner it flew away, leaving only one of its tail- 
feathers tightly grasped in his hand: still he saw it 
through the twilight flying before him, and still he 
hastened after it. The bird seemed now to quicken its 
pace; but, as he had so nearly caught it once, ke con- 
tinued the pursuit with more eagerness: he ran through 
the high grass, with his strained sight fixed on this 
glimmering white object; he saw nothing else. Thus 
he came unexpectedly on a small but deep pool of 
water which lay across his path: he jumped in, swam 
across, and tried to climb the other side but it was so 
steep that he fell in with some of the crumbling earth: 
the water closed oyer his head, and he lost all con- 
sciousness. When he came to himself, he found him- 
self lying on the turf, and a tall, gray-headed man of 
strange appearance by him, clothed in a long black robe 
reaching to his ankles and fastened by a glittering girdle 
of a fiery color. Instead of a turban, he wore a high pointed 
cap on his head, with a tassel of the same hue as the girdle. 

“Has your life returned to you?” he asked: “you 
deserved to be suffocated in the mud. Come; we must 
go farther before daylight quite leaves us.” 
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With these words the stranger raised him from the 
ground, passed his left arm round his body, and flew 
with him through the air with the speed of an arrow. 
Medjeddin again soon lost recollection, and did not 
know how long he remained in this condition. He 
awoke at last as from a deep sleep; and, looking around, 
the first thing he observed was a cage of gold wire, 
hanging from the ceiling by a long golden chain, and 
within was the snow-white bird he had so long followed. 
He found himself alone with this bird in a hall, the roof 
of which was supported on pillars of white marble, and 
the walls were built of smooth, pale-green stones. The 
openings which served as windows were protected by 
lattices so skilfully contrived with winding tracery that 
even the white bird could have found no space to pass 
through, even if it had escaped from the cage. Beside 
one wall stood a crystal urn ; and from this fell a stream 
of clear water, which, passing over the curved brim of 
the urn, was received in a white basin beneath, from 
which it disappeared unseen. Whilst he was observing 
this, and wondering what had happened to him and how 
he came there, suddenly the old man in the black robe 
entered from behind a curtain. He carried a small 
golden box in his hand, and approached him with these 
words:—‘‘ You have now caught the white bird, and have 
it safe in a cage: in this box is food for it, and there is 
water: take diligent care of it, and mind that it does not 
escape.” > 

As he said this, he disappeared. Medjeddin now arose 
and walked round the hall: he looked through the 
windows, and ascertained that he must be in a foreign 
land, as the forms of the mountains and trees were quite 
different from any he had before seen. The hall seemed 
to be high in the air, as if it were the upper story of a 
lofty tower. No other edifice was to be seen, and from 
the windows he could not distinguish what shrubs and 
plants bloomed beneath. He drew the curtain aside, 
and discovered a doorway; but there was a thick metal 
door which he could not open. He was now very much 


THE STORY OF MEDJEDDIN. 277 


embarrassed, for he began to feel hungry, and could find 
nothing that would serve him for food. He examined 
the walls, to see if he could discover any concealed out- 
let; he tried to open the lattices, that he might put his 
head out and see if there were anybody beneath, to 
whom he might cry out. There was no door; he could 
not open the lattices; and as far as he could strain his 
sight in every direction he could see nobody. He threw 
himself in despair on the pillow, wrung his hands, and 
wept, and cried, “I am then imprisoned,—imprisoned 
in a dungeon where splendor and riches are lavished 
around! Of what avail is it that these walls are built 
of precious stones, that this lattice is of fine gold, that 
this cage is of gold and hangs on agolden chain? I am 
as much a prisoner behind golden lattices as I should be 
behind a grating of iron.” Then he rose and shouted 
through the lattices, in hopes that his voice might be 
heard, and aid brought; but nobody appeared, and no 
one answered him. When he again threw himself 
weeping on his couch, after these useless efforts, he ob- 
served that the white bird fluttered restlessly in its 
prison, and pecked at the golden dish for its food, with- 
out finding any. 

‘Poor brother in misfortune,” said Medjeddin, ‘“ you 
shall not suffer want; I will take care of you: come, I 
will bring you what you want.” 

He took the pans from the cage, filling one with water 
from the urn and the other with grain from the gold 
box which the old man had given him. Scarcely had 
he hung the last on the cage, when, on turning round, 
he saw a table behind him covered with costly viands. 
He was astonished, and could not understand how this 
had happened: still, it was not long before he attacked 
the meats with the zest of a young man who had fasted 
nearly all day. Although these viands were altogether 
different from those he had been accustomed to taste in 
his father’s house, they all appeared excellent. He ate 
till he was fully satisfied, and then took from the table 
a golden cup and nny his thirst with pure water 
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from the urn. After this he threw himself on a couch 
and fell asleep. When he awoke he felt strong and well. 
He arose and began to make another tour of the hall, 
and he then observed that the table with the meats had 
disappeared. This was a disappointment, as he had 
thought to make a good supper of the remainder. Ie 
did not allow this, however, to trouble him much, as he 
now felt pretty sure that he was not to die of hunger. 
He next proceeded to scrutinize his prison more closely: 
he examined all anew,—pillars, walls, and floor,—but 
could nowhere find a crevice or a fissure: all was fast 
and whole. His view from the windows did not allow 
him to make any further discovery: he only saw that he 
was very far above the earth, and in a spacious valley: 
mountains were to be seen in the distance, with curiously- 
pointed summits. As soon as he had completed this 
examination and found there was nothing to occupy 
him, he turned his attention to the white bird in the 
cage. Here was still life; and if the cage was narrow, 
yet the prisoner could hop about on the different perches. 
Soon it remained still and gazed at him with its bright 
eyes, Which seemed as if sense and speech lay in then: 
the interpretation only was wanting. 

Night put an end to these reflections. Next morning 
he observed that the bird again wanted food. He filled 
its seed-pan with grain from his golden box, and gave it 
fresh water from the urn. Scarcely had he done this, 
when the table covered with meats again stood in the 
same place as the day before. This day passed like the 
former, and the following in the same manner; Med- 
jeddin wept and mourned, took care of the little bird, 
fed it, and was every time rewarded in the same manner 
with the table covered with dishes as soon as he had 
filled the bird’s seed-pan. He could not perceive who 
brought the table, nor how it disappeared. It always 
came whilst he stood beside the cage with his back turned, 
and without any noise. On the ninth day the old man 
suddenly appeared to him, and said, ‘‘ To-day is a day of 
rest for you: you have performed your duty during the 


THE STORY OF MEDJEDDIN. 279 


preceding days in giving the bird its food. You may now 
amuse yourself in the garden till evening.” He led him 
through a door in a narrow passage, at the end of which 
they descended twentysteps; he then opened asmall metal 
trap-door, and then Medjeddin descended twenty steps 
more ; they next came to a similar door, and descended 
twenty more steps to a third, and so on, till, after passing 
the ninth door, they found themselves in the open air. 
“Remain here till you are called,” said the old man, 
who went back into the building through the same 
doors, which he shut after him. Medjeddin was very 
curious to examine more closely the building in which 
he had been imprisoned: he therefore went round it, 
and narrowly observed it. It was a tower of nine 
stories, each about fifteen feet in height. The tower 
was nine-sided, with a window in the third side of each 
story, so arranged that no window was directly over 
another, and that consequently only three altogether 
appeared in each side of the tower from bottom to 
top. This distribution of regularity and order reigned 
throughout the whole building. The walls were made 
of large pieces of gold, quite as smooth as glass; and 
these were so skilfully put together that, even when 
closely looked at, the joints could not be discovered. 
The lattices of the windows were all of gold, like those 
in the upper hall, and the lower doors through which 
he had passed were of a yellow metal, inclining to green. 
All these considerations were not calculated to lessen 
his conviction that no man could possibly find him out 
in such a prison. Suddenly a new hope awoke in him. 
“Iam no longer shut up in the tower,” said he to him- 
self: “here I am in the open air, in a garden: I can 
clamber and jump like a monkey; I may possibly find 
some outlet from this garden, by which I ean escape.” 
He immediately turned from the tower, and hastened 
through the garden, seeking freedom; but he soon 
discovered that this hope was vain. He found the 
garden surrounded on all sides by a lofty wall, con- 
structed of the same materials, and quite as glassy, as 
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the tower. After making the whole circuit of the 
garden, he at length found a gate, consisting of a grating 
of strong iron bars, polished to the highest degree of 
smoothness, and so close together that he could scarcely 
pass his arm through. He tried to climb it by holding 
by the upper bars with his hands; but his feet slipped 
ion the smooth iron, and he hurt his knee so much that 
he lost his hold and fell backward on the earth. He 
mext examined the grating closely, to see if there were 
mno means of escape; but all was in vain: everywhere 
the bars were high, thick, and like polished glass. 
Sorrowfully he wandered round the garden; the sun’s 
rays, darting down, scorched up the grass, and he 
sought some shade where he might screen himself from 
their influence. He lay down on a mossy bank, and 
meditated anew on his fate. Besides his own grief at 
his imprisonment, the thought of his father’s sorrow 
at his loss pained him. The exhaustion consequent on 
tears and loud lamentations, joined with the noontide 
heat, at last caused him to fall into a deep sleep. When 
he awoke, the table covered with meats was again before 
him: he ate, and wandered again mournfully through 
the garden, meditating whether he could not make a 
ladder from the trees around him, to aid him in his 
escape over the grating. But there was something 
wanting for this work: he had not even a dagger ora 
knife. As he thus thought, the old man appeared, and 
said, ‘‘Evening is drawing on: follow me in.” He led 
him again to the upper room of the tower, and locked 
the metal door upon him. 

There was no change observable in his prison, only 
the bird seemed harassed and mournful; it sat quiet 
and still on the lowest perch, its plumage was rough, 
and its eyes dull. ‘Poor creature!’ said Medjeddin, 
“what is the matter? Are you ill?” It seemed as if 
the bird was affected by these sympathizing questions ; 
but it soon sank again into its former dejection. He 
mused long upon this. The next day and the following 
one passed like the former but on the ninth the old 
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man again appeared, led him into the garden, and at 
night conducted him back into the hall. He took care 
of the bird; and as soon as he had given it food and 
water he always found the table covered with meats 
behind him. In the intervals he stood at the lattice of 
one of the three windows looking on the plain below, 
earnestly hoping to catch sight of some person to free 
him from his captivity. In such monotonous employ- 
ment many months passed away: every ninth day the 
old man appeared, and gave him leave to walk in the 
garden; but he did not derive much amusement from 
his strolls in this narrow enclosure. In the mean time 
he asked the old man many times the reason of his 
imprisonment, and how long it was to last. No answer 
was vouchsafed but these words:—‘‘ Every man has his 
own fate: this is thine.” 

One day the old man appeared and led him into the 
garden as usual; but he had not been there more than 
a quarter of an hour, when he returned, called him in, 
and then quickly retired with marks of disquietude. 
Medjeddin also remarked that the white bird, which 
he had learned to love more every day, sat at the 
bottom of its cage, more mournful than it usually 
was after the old man’s visit. He drew near, and 
observed a little door in the cage which he had never 
before seen. He examined it closely, and found a fine 
bolt which passed into a ring of gold wire. These were 
made so skilfully, and worked into the ornamental parts 
of the cage so cunningly, that nobody could have dis- 
covered them if his attention had not been drawn to 
them by design or accident. Medjeddin pushed back 
the bolt and opened the door: the bird started up as if 
some sudden joy had seized it, hopped out, and as soon 
as it touched the floor was transformed, and in its stead 
a young maiden stood before Medjeddin, clothed in a 
white silk robe; beautiful dark locks streamed over her 
neck and shoulders, and a thin fragrant veil fell over 
them, confined by a fillet set with precious stones: her 
finely-formed countenance was as white as ivory, relieved 
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by the softest shade of the rose. Surprised and asto- 
nished, Medjeddin started back and said, “ By the beard 
of the Prophet, I conjure you to tell me whether you 
are of human race, or whether you belong to the genii.” 

“I am a helpless maiden,” said she, “and implore 
you to deliver me from the hands of this cruel magi- 
cian: I will reward you handsomely for it. Know, I 
am the only daughter of Omar, King of Zanguebar; 
and this wicked enchanter has cunningly carried me 
off from my father’s palace and shut me up in this 
cage. He has one son, as ugly as night, whom he 
wishes me to take for my husband. Every ninth day ` 
he comes, brings his son with him, and praises his ex- 
cellent qualities. This he has done regularly for many 
months past, tormenting me at every visit for my con- 
sent to this odious union; and he now threatens me 
with cruel tortures if I give it not by the next new 
moon. On that day he will have kept me a year in 
imprisonment, and longer than a year he says he will 
not continue to entreat: then will the time of my 
punishment begin. I conjure you, therefore, to help 
me.” At these words she burst into a flood of tears. 

“Noble maiden,” answered Medjeddin, “how will- 
ingly would I free you! But, alas, Iam as helpless as 
yourself, and cannot even free myself. But tell me, 
how is it? you say the enchanter brings his hateful son 
with him: why, then, have I never seen him?” 

‘‘He always sends you away when he comes,”’ answered 
the princess. 

“« But even then,” pursued Medjeddin, “the son could 
not conceal himself from me on the stairs, or in the 
narrow passage.”’ 

“Quite true,” she answered; “but he carries him in 
his pocket.” 

“What!” exclaimed Medjeddin, in astonishment; ‘in 
his pocket! How can that be?” 

The prineess informed him that the young man be- 
came on the occasion of each visit a white bird, lke 
herself; that the enchanter put him into the cage with 
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her, and that she felt such a dislike to him that she 
always fluttered about the cage to avoid getting near 
him; but that he, with the pertinacious obstinacy of a 
brutal affection, would follow her and settle confidingly 
near her. ‘You must,” she continued, “have remarked 
how tired and mournful I always was on the ninth day 
when you returned.” 

Medjeddin, astonished at this explanation, assured 
her of his willingness to free her, but bewailed his 
helplessness. The princess, however, would not give 
up hopes of their success. “It seems to me,” said 
she, “a good omen that the enchanter has to-day re- 
ceived a message which caused him to leave so early 
and in such haste that he did not securely close the cage, 
and that you returned so early to-day from the garden: 
this day is my birthday,—the only day I can be delivered 
from the magician’s power. On any other day I should 
still have remained a dumb bird, even if you had freed 
me from my cage; only on this day has my touching the 
floor had power to restore me to my natural form: the 
enchantment les in the cage.” 

Medjeddin instantly seized the cage, exclaiming, “‘If it 
be so, we will break the enchantment.” He threw the cage 
to the ground, stamped on it with his feet till it was quite 
flat, and its shape no longer distinguishable; then he 
rolled it together, and threw it into a corner of the hall. 

At this moment a frightful noise like thunder re- 
sounded through the air. The whole building shook as 
with a furious tempest, the doors flew open with a crash, 
the curtains were drawn aside, and the magician stood 
before them with a countenance full of anger. “Ah,” 
cried he, “weak worms, what have you presumed to do? 
how did you learn to break my charm in this manner? 
who bid you destroy the cage?” 

Medjeddin was so terrified he could answer nothing. 
The enchanter then turned to the maiden, and cried, 
“And you,—you thought this miserable worm could 
defend you against my power: I will show you how use- 
less it is to oppose me.” 
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He felt in the pocket of his black robe, and pulled 
out thence a small box: this he opened, and a white 
bird flew out and perched on the table. He then took 
a smaller box from his girdle and opened it: it was 
filled with grains of millet; from these he took one, 
and laid it before the bird, who had scarcely eaten it 
before such a distorted man stood in its place that both 
Medjeddin and the princess screamed aloud. His head 
was large and thick, his eyes red and dark, his nose 
small and quite flat, his lips thick and bluish-red, his 
chin broad and projecting, and on his head grew a few 
stiff white hairs ; a hump grew out in front, and a similar 
one behind ; his shoulders were quite drawn up, and his 
head so jammed between them that his ears could not 
be seen. The upper part of his body was so unwieldy, 
and his legs so weak and thin, that it was wonderful 
how they supported him: he tottered about incessantly, 
balancing himself first on one leg, then on the other. 

“Come forward, my son,” said the enchanter to this 
deformed creature. ‘‘ Behold, there is your bride; she 
does not wish to wait till the new moon which I fixed 
upon for your betrothal: to-day she has effected her own 
change by the help of this friend. Go, my son; give 
your bride a kiss, and then thank this young man.” 

The deformed creature approached the princess with 
a horrible fiendish laugh: she averted her face with dis- 
gust, and stretched out her arms to motion him away. 
But by this time Medjeddin’s courage had returned: 
resolving to venture all, he stepped before the princess 
and gave the deformity such a blow that he reeled and 
fell backward. His head struck in the fall on the corner 
of the pedestal of one of the marble pillars with such 
violence that his skull was broken: a stream of blood 
flowed from the wound, and the monster gave a hollow 
groan. Medjeddin thought of nothing but the father’s 
rage and revenge, and gave up his life for lost. But the 
enchanter stood quite confounded as he observed his 
son’s mortal wound, and appeared stupefied with horror 
and amazement. Presently he threw himself down 
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beside him, examined the injury, and wrung his hands, 
forgetting his revenge in his sorrow. Medjeddin quickly 
seized the hand of the princess and led her through the 
door and down the stairs: all the doors were open, and 
they found their way without any obstacle into the 
garden. Soon they stood before the grating of the iron 
gate, which was closed. 

‘‘Of what use is our flight ?” said Medjeddin, despond- 
ingly: ‘“‘we are still as much as ever in the power of 
the enchanter; and even if we were on the other side 
of the gate, and concealed in the deepest cavern, he 
would discover us by his knowledge, and wreak his 
vengeance on us.” 

“Tam of a different opinion,” said the princess; “I 
know many of the things on which the superior power 
of this magician depends, and I believe that if we could 
only get out of this place we should be safe.” 

They went on a little farther, and came to a spot 
where a number of trees had been uprooted by the 
hurricane; one of these lay overturned with its summit 
resting on the top of the wall, and its boughs and branches 
hanging far over the other side. At this sight the young 
man rejoiced: he climbed quickly on to the trunk, pull- 
ing the princess after him, and guiding her with great 
care and tenderness into the top of the tree. They then 
clambered over the wall, in spite of a formidable row of 
spikes, and let themselves down on the other side by 
the overhanging branches of the tree. These did not 
quite reach to the ground, but near enough for them to 
leap down: they let go accordingly, and fell gently to 
the earth ; then, Jumping up, they proceeded, as rapidly 
as the strength of the princess and the difficulties of the 
way would allow them, through thickets, underwood, and 
plains studded with prickly plants, toward the distant 
mountains. 

After the two fugitives had continued their flight 
for several hours without looking back on the scene 
of their imprisonment, the princess felt her strength 
exhausted, and that she could go no farther: she begged 
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her companion, therefore, to stop and rest for a short 
time. Medjeddin sought a place free from bushes and 
clad with moss and long grass: they seated themselves 
there, and Medjeddin entreated the princess to relate 
her history. She was too much exhausted at first, but 
after a short pause recovered her strength and com- 
menced thus :— 

“ My early history is very simple. I am called Jasmin, 
the only daughter of the Sultan of Zanguebar. My 
mother was brought over the wide-stretching sea, from 
beyond Arabia and Mount Caucasus, and was sold to 
him as a slave. Soon, attracted by her beauty and 
manners, he raised her to the dignity of wife. My 
earliest youth was spent in happy sports under my 
mother’s eyes, who died, however, before I had passed 
the age of childhood, as the change from the mild 
climate of her land to the heat of my father’s shortened 
her days. My father loved me as his greatest treasure, 
and confided me to a careful nurse. Every evening I 
passed several hours with him, as soon as he was released 
from the cares of government, and one whole day in 
each week he devoted to conversation with me. On that 
day we always went together in a light bark to a neigh- 
boring promontory, where he had a beautiful palace and 
gardens. ‘The air there was cooler and more refreshing, 
the trees and shrubs were clothed with fresher green, 
than in the shut-up garden in the capital, and we passed 
the whole day in the open air. In the mean time I had 
outgrown childhood, and was beloved by a prince, the son 
of a neighboring king, to whom I was betrothed, and who 
was to succeed my father in his kingdom. This prince, 
whose name was Mundiana Mesoud, often accompanied 
us in these visits to the castle on the promontory. 

“It happened one day, as we were sitting on a terrace 
by the sea, that a foreign ship anchored just below us. 
A stranger caused himself to be landed in a little boat, 
and asked us permission to appear before us, as he had 
many costly wares to offer for sale. I was desirous to 
see his wares, and begged my father to admit ħim. The 
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man laid many costly trinkets of gold and precious 
stones before us; and my father bought some which 
pleased me the most. I remarked that the merchant 
watched me closely; but he did this with such evident 
pleasure that my vanity ascribed it to his admiration of 
my charms, and found no harm in it. Whilst he showed 
his goods, he let fall some words which intimated that 
he had left his most precious articles behind in the ship: 
he had there, he said, many curious birds, particularly 
a snow-white bird, which was the most beautiful of all 
creatures of this kind. He managed thus to excite my 
curiosity so much that I begged my father to allow me 
to go with the stranger to his ship to see these rarities. 
My father was weak enough to comply with this un- 
reasonable wish. A suitable train ought to have ac- 
companied me, but the stranger prevented this; he said 
his boat had only room in it for three people, and that 
he should not like to show his wares if many strangers 
came into his ship. ‘They are only things fit for the 
royal princess, he said: ‘there is no fear that I should 
expose her to danger. I can never forget that a power- 
ful king has intrusted his only daughter to my care. 
However, the prince may accompany you as a watchful 
protector? We accompanied the merchant to the ship. 
There we found an immense number of extraordinary 
things and unknown animals. In the place where in 
other ships the rowers sat were great apes; on high on 
the mast sat an eagle; in the cabins were many large 
and small cages of smooth ebony with thick gold bars, 
behind which moved a confused multitude of animals. 

“ My desire was now directed to the snow-white bird, 
about which I made inquiry. He showed it me high up 
in a sort of box; and, as I could not see it distinctly, he 
took it out and placed it in my hand. ‘The most wonder- 
ful circumstance, said he, ‘connected with this bird is, 
that, being a native of a far-distant country, when re- 
moved to this it can only remain a few days alive; but 
I have found the corn of life, of which I give it some 
grains each week, and it is then refreshed for nine days.’ 
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We asked for the corn of life, of which we had never 
heard; and he opened a little box and took out three 
grains. He gave me one to give the bird, the other I 
was to try, and the third Prince Mesond. When I offered 
the grain to the bird it refused it, and, when I pressed 
my hand closer, drew back, lost its balance, and fell 
down with outspread wings. I hastened to it, picked it 
up perhaps somewhat roughly, and, as it tried to escape, 
I held some of its tail-feathers fast, so that it lay flutter- 
ing in my hand. I was very much frightened, and the 
merchant seemed so also. He soon laughed, however, 
with a sort of malicious joy, and said that I should 
swallow the corn, beeause it would prevent the flight of 
the frightened prisoner: he said the same to the prince; 
` and we swallowed the grains at the same moment. I 
felt a wonderful transformation pass over me, and found 
that I was changed into a snow-white bird; and, when 
I looked toward the prinee, in his stead I saw a black 
bird. Upon this the stranger, who was no other than 
the enchanter, seized me, and shut me up in the golden 
cage which you have trodclen to pieces. The apes began 
to ply the oars, and the ship moved with unusual swift- 
ness over the sea. I still saw my father and the at- 
tendants on the terrace, and could distinguish their 
gestures of wonder as they saw the ship depart; I be- 
lieved even that I heard their voices calling us back. 
But what could I doin my cage? The black bird flew 
to the promontory; and from that moment I have 
neither heard nor seen any thing of Prince Mesoud. 
“When my home was far in the distance, and even 
the summit of the mountains which overhung it could 
no longer be distinguished, the enchanter rose with my 
cage high in the air, leaving his ship behind, and bore 
me into the hall of the tower. How he brought the 
other white bird, I do not know; I only know that 
he took it out of his poeket and put it into the cage. 
‘Now you have a companion,’ said he. <As I took him 
for a real bird, I considered myself, though unfortunate, 
superior to him, and drew myself back into a corner. 
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But the bird came nearer and followed me round the 
cage. At last I lost patience, and pecked his eyes. When 
the enchanter saw this, he took out a little box and took 
from it a grain, which he laid before the bird, who picked 
it up immediately. It was then changed into a man,— 
the same ugly wretch you saw in the tower. He desired 
me, as I have already told you, to take that deformity 
for my husband, and promised me that, on my consent, 
I should be immediately restored to my proper form, 
and assured me that otherwise I should always remain 
as a bird, except on my birthday. It was also part 
of my enchantment to be obliged to allure you here. 
I have now no other wish than to return to my father 
in Zanguebar, because I know he is living in great afflic- . 
tion.” 

This relation vividly reminded Medjeddin of his own 
father: he knew, from the great love he had always 
shown him, that he must have pined for his loss, and his 
mournful countenance and bowed-down form presented 
themselves before his mind. ‘ Princess,” said he, ‘‘ your 
desire cannot be greater than mine. Still, I swear to 
you that I will not return to my father till I have safely 
conducted you to your native land, or have seen you 
safe into the hands of those who will bring you to your 
father: if I do not, may Heaven not grant my father life 
to receive this joy !’”’ 

They journeyed on with renewed vigor. But evening 
was drawing near, and it was necessary to find a resting- 
place for the night. Fortune was favorable: they soon 
found a nook overhung by a large and lofty bush. Med- 
jeddin broke away the boughs, so as to form a hedge 
which fenced round a small spot, in which he concealed 
the princess, leaving only a narrow entrance, before 
which he lay down to watch. Night passed without 
danger. However anxiously Medjeddin strove against 
sleep in order to watch over his companion, it at last 
weighed down his eyelids; and they both awoke with 
the first rays of the sun. They wandered the whole day, 
resting occasionally: at every step the journey became 
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more hazardous; the thickets became thicker and 
higher; they were often obliged to creep between the 
boughs, and their clothes hung in rags. On the fourth 
day they reached the foot of the mountains. There they 
found cultivated land and human habitations. Med- 
jeddin inquired where they were, and asked the way to 
the sea. The people told them the name of the country, 
which was unknown to Medjeddin and to the Princess 
Jasmin, and added that on the other side of the high 
mountains lay a large flat land, bordering on the sea. 
They received this information with great joy, and, tired 
and footsore as they were, addressed themselves, with- 
out loss of time, to the task of crossing the mountains, 
and at last, after a wearisome journey, during which they 
had seen the sun rise and set seven times, they arrived 
at the flat country and the sea-coast of which they had 
been told. A ship lay ready at anchor; and when they 
inquired its destination the steersman answered, “‘ We 
are going to Zanguebar, to fetch a cargo of cinnamon.” 
To Medjeddin’s question where they came from, and the 
name of the land where they were, he received for 
answer “that the ship belonged to a merchant of Bal- 
sora, and that it had been cast on these unknown shores 
by a violent storm.” 

When the princess perceived that the ship was going 
toward her native land, she was very much rejoiced. 
She took one of the precious stónes out of the fillet on 
her forehead, and gave it for the passage-money of her- 
self and her companion. The following morning they 
weighed anchor, and, after a prosperous voyage, reached 
the very same place where the enchanter’s ship had 
formerly lain at anchor when he carried off the princess. 

They were landed in a small boat, and Jasmin led 
her deliverer through the beautiful leafy walks of the 
imperial gardens. In this way they came to a terrace, 
from which they could see the ship. Instead of pressing 
hastily forward, they concealed themselves behind a 
bush, for on the terrace sat a venerable and noble-looking 
man, with the profoundest melancholy stamped on his 
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features: he was looking seaward, and the vessel had 
just caught his eye: a flood of tears ran down his face. 
“Ah!” cried he, ‘it was just so on the day that my 
sorrows began! There lay the ship of the robber: there 
landed the boat which carried away my beloved daughter 
and her betrothed. It was even at the same hour of the 
day. I have sent messengers into all the neighboring 
lands; I have caused the opposite sea-coasts to be 
searched; but all has been in vain. I must die, and 
never see my child again.” 

He pronounced these words aloud, and covered his 
face, as he bowed himself forward on his hands. 

The Princess Jasmin was rushing toward him, but 
Medjeddin held her back, and said, “‘ Let me first pre- 
pare him for your arrival, for otherwise joy may kill 
him.” And he came forward and bowed himself before 
the sorrowing old man. 

The king then said, “ Who are you? Are you a beggar, 
and do you need any gift? It shall be given you: go to 
my palace.” 

Medjeddin stood up and answered, ‘‘ From my appear- 
ance, you might well take me for a beggar, O great King 
Omar. But know that under these ragged clothes is 
concealed a magician, who is able to change your tears 
into smiles, your sobs into transports of joy.” 

“Can any man on earth do this?” asked Omar. 

‘““T have only to speak three words,” answered the 
other, “and it will happen. Are you strong enough to sup- 
port the highest joy that your heart can feel or conceive?” 

At these questions, a ray of hope kindled in the soul 
of the mourning father. ‘‘ What is it? Who are you 
who can promise this?” asked he; and, on Medjeddin 
repeating his question, he answered, “I think so,’ re- 
garding him, at the same time, with eager looks. 

‘“‘Approach, Princess Jasmin,” cried the youth; and 
she sprang forward into her father’s open arms. 

Medjeddin’s promise was indeed fulfilled: the aged 
monarch’s tears were changed into smiles of joy. Their 
embrace continued long. At last Omar raised himself, 


292 THE STORY OF MEDJEDDIN. 


beckoned Medjeddin to approach, and said, ‘‘ You are 
indeed a magician such as I have never seen before. By 
your words you have changed the mournful course of 
my life into the brightest sunshine. I will not now 
ask you who you are and what I have to thank you for, 
nor inquire what chance brought you to my daughter: 
I shall only give myself up to joy at her return.” 

They went back to the capital in the king’s barge, 
and soon the joyful news of the unexpected reappear- 
ance of the princess spread everywhere. Crowds as- 
sembled at the palace to ascertain if the news were true, 
and the princess at length went out of the principal 
gate of the palace, and showed herself at the head of 
the flight of steps which led up to it. Then arose a 
shout of joy from ten thousand voices, and loud wishes 
for her health and happiness. 

The next day, after the king had heard from his 
daughter the history of her imprisonment, and of the 
devotion with which Medjeddin had watched over her, 
and when Medjeddin had in turn narrated his history, 
Omar: became very thoughtful, and caused his council 
to assemble, to deliberate how they should reward him. 
“Tf he were not so young,” said some of them, “he 
might be made grand vizir, the next in dignity to the 
king, or be appointed governor of a province. But his 
youth prevents his being placed over the people next 
to the king.” 

After longer consultation, the eldest of the coun- 
cillors rose, and said, “Omar, my king and lord, the 
youth has certainly performed a great service to you 
and the Princess Jasmin: it seems to me, therefore, 
that his reward ought to come from you. It is fitting 
that the king, having received from him a great be- 
nefit in his family, should reward him from his family. 
Were I in such a case, I would constitute him Mun- 
diana, and give him for a wife the daughter whom he 
has restored.” 

The whole assembly were of the same opinion, and 
the king gave them to understand that this was also 
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his wish. “I am old,” said he, ‘and can easily per- 
ceive that the cares of this land will soon need other 
hands to support them. I shall be much pleased to 
see my daughter with so good a husband. The Prince 
Mundiana Mesoud, whom I had before chosen, has 
disappeared ; and this youth, although of lower birth, 
is of noble soul, and will soon, under my guidance, 
acquire the necessary experience to enable him to pro- 
mote justice and order in my kingdom.” 

He did not delay, but immediately caused Medjeddin 
to be called. A costly band of gold and silver was fas- 
tened round his forehead, and the king then said, “I 
herewith appoint you Mundiana;”’ and the assembled 
councillors immediately added their congratulations. 

Medjeddin expressed his gratitude in becoming terms, 
but inquired, smiling, what was the precise nature of 
the dignity conferred on him. 

The eldest councillor stepped forward and said, 
“This name points out the highest post of honor 
which the king can bestow. You are found worthy 
of this honor, and no other lives who bears the title, be- 
cause the Mundiana Prince Mesoud has disappeared.” 

An elephant covered with costly trappings was now 
brought in by its keeper, and upon it was a richly- 
ornamented seat. On this the new officer was placed 
and led through the streets. Heralds went before 
him, and cried aloud, “ Listen to what Omar makes 
known to all people. This youth has restored to him 
his dearest jewel, which he had lost. In gratitude, 
the king has nominated him Mundiana, and has ap- 
pointed his daughter Jasmin for his wife. To-morrow 
the betrothal will be celebrated; and everybody is 
invited to the court of the palace to partake of the 
general joy.” 

Medjeddin hardly knew how all this had come about. 
He had received clothes and rich arms as a present 
from the king, and ‘the king so highly favored him, 
that he was not only to be husband of the Princess 
Jasmin, but was to succeed Omar on the throne, and 
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to reign over that beautiful and rich land. In his 
happiness he forgot his early life, his father’s sorrow, 
and even his playfellow Maryam and his father’s faith- 
ful friend Salek, and thought no more of his home or 
his fatherland. The next day his betrothal with the 
princess was celebrated with great pomp. 

The princess had willingly yielded to her father’s 
wish, without manifesting any particular joy, although 
she felt a very sincere friendship for her intended 
husband, and treated him with great respect and at- 
tention, as she did not forget in her prosperity how 
much she had owed to him in the time of misfortune. 
The first days and weeks after the ceremony of be- 
trothal were devoted to recreation and amusement, 
after which he was formally introduced by the king 
to the council and instructed in the business of the 
state. The king and council had soon reason to 
wonder at the acuteness of his judgment in difficult 
cases, and, above all, at his quick perception of right 
and order. Throughout the country, the justice and 
wisdom of the king’s future son-in-law were praised, 
and it was hoped that fortune would permit him to 
rule over the land. A whole year had now elapsed, 
and the day was fast approaching when he was to 
marry the princess and ascend the throne. One day, 
as usual, he sought his betrothed, the Princess Jasmin, 
in her apartments. He happened to enter very rapidly 
after his announcement by the attendant, and saw 
the princess hastily wiping her eyes; and, as he drew 
nearer, he perceived the traces of her tears. Sympa- 
thizing with her, he asked the cause of her grief: she 
tried to avoid answering him; but, as he continued to 
urge her, she at last said, “‘I dare tell you why these 
tears flow, because you are good and compassionate, 
and will not consider it a crime that I have a feeling 
and constant heart. You know that I was formerly 
beloved by Prince Mesoud, the son of the neighboring 
king: I related to you that this prince was changed 
into a black bird by the enchanter, and flew from the 
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ship to the promontory of the island where our country- 
seat was situated. Now, I must tell you that I grieve 
so much the more about this prince’s fate, as from 
my own change I can compassionate his mournful con- 
dition. I could not repress the desire to ascertain 
his fate, and I have obtained certain news of his pre- 
sent condition, by the secret knowledge of a certain 
wise man. I have learned that he still lives in his 
new form, and that he has flown away from fear of 
the machinations of the demon-hunter, called among 
us Dolda Waldas, and is now in far-distant regions ; 
and that it is ordained by fate that he shall never 
regain his human form if I give my hand to another 
husband. Sorrow at his mournful destiny has drawn 
these tears from my eyes, the traces of which you 
observed.” 

This narrative made a deep impression on Med- 
jeddin: he discovered that Jasmin had acceded to her 
father’s wish only from gratitude and filial obedience, 
whilst her affections were still fixed on the absent 
prince. He saw that he could purchase the good for- 
tune of being the husband of the noble princess, and 
son-in-law of the great King Omar, and, after him, King 
of Zanguebar, only by the misfortunes of Prince Mesoud. 
He asked himself if this were right, and was obliged 
to confess that justice and honor were opposed to it. 
He saw that the intoxication of good fortune had 
hitherto blinded him. Then the remembrance of his 
father came before him, and his imagination pictured 
him pining away at the uncertainty of his son’s fate. 
He bitterly reproached himself for his long forgetful- 
ness, and for not having sent an embassy to announce 
his safe arrival in Zanguebar. Scarcely had these 
thoughts and feelings arisen in his breast, than he 
made up his mind: he went to the king, told him all, 
and begged him to let him go and fulfil a son’s duty 
to a father whom he had too long neglected. Omar 
sighed deeply at these disclosures of his expected son- 
in-law: he proposed to send a ship to bring his father, 
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so that he might spend the rest of his life in sharing 
his son’s good fortune and companionship. Upon this, 
Medjeddin declared to him, with determination, that 
he could never be his son-in-law or successor to the 
throne. ‘‘I cannot purchase such good fortune at an- 
other’s expense,” said he. “It was otherwise before I 
knew the decision of fate; but, now that I know that 
the Prince Mesoud must through my happiness always 
remain in his present condition, if I thus take away 
the possibility of his ever returning to his human form, 
I should be in the highest degree culpable if I did not 
voluntarily give up my good fortune.” 

All the persuasions and arguments of Omar were 
useless. The councillors also, and the grand vizir 
and the governors of the provinces, begged him to 
continue in the land and to take still more share in 
the government. He remained firm in his resolution: 
he promised the princess, who was astonished at his 
honorable spirit, that, as soon as he had seen and 
comforted his father, he would seek information about 
Prince Mesoud from all the sages and magicians of his 
native land, and that he would try all means to restore 
him to his former condition. As he was determined 
to set out, the king gave him costly presents, including 
inany precious stones from his treasury, and provided 
him with a ship, and all necessaries for the voyage. 

The heavens seemed to favor the resolution of the 
returning son: the finest weather and most favorable 
winds seconded his journey, and the ship anchored in 
the harbor without accident. He took some servants, 
bought some camels, which he loaded with the king’s 
presents, and so went through Balsora along the river 
to Bagdad. One beautiful evening he came near the 
city, and recognised the very place where he had lain 
at the feet of his father and Salek and listened to their 
conversation: their last discourse there returned to his 
memory. ‘“ Well,” said he to himself, “my own ex- 
perience has indeed proved how true it is that it is easy 
for a man to be seduced from virtue into one false step, 


THE STORY OF MEDJEDDIN. 297 


if he be not watchful, but relies on his own power: I 
thought that my heart was sure to be always right, and 
neglected the practice of weighing carefully each action 
beforehand. In this manner have I so much forgotten 
my love for my father, and had nearly committed a 
great wrong, having been about to sacrifice to my vanity, 
in the intoxication of good fortune, the happiness of 
the princess and her betrothed. And you, my father, 
were also right when you maintained that a heart ac- 
customed to virtue from early years would only for a 
short time wander from the right road. I have myself 
experienced the truth of these words, and I therefore 
thank you with tears that you brought me up to what 
was good.” As he spoke, he spied a small solitary hut 
where the palm-trees used to stand. A venerable man, 
much marked by sorrow, appeared at the door: he 
stood still before the threshold, and regarded the youth 
with astonishment. The young man gazed earnestly at 
him; then, suddenly recognising the features of the old 
man, he threw himself on his knees before him, seized 
his hand and covered it with kisses. 

“ My father,” cried he, ‘‘is itso, indeed? Have you 
become so much altered in the course of so few years? 
That is my fault. Father, forgive your offending son, 
who forgot you in the height of prosperity.” 

El Kattab extended his other hand to him, blessed 
him, and said, ‘‘ Rise up, my son; rise: he who feels 
repentance is forgiven.” He rose, and threw himself 
into his father’s arms. 

When he looked up again, he saw a man approach- 
ing, accompanied by a maiden, whose features he re- 
cognised. It was Salek and his daughter Maryam, 
Medjeddin’s playfellow. After welcoming him, they 
sat down, and Medjeddin related to them all that had 
happened to him since the memorable evening. He 
related, truly and candidly, how he had forgotten his 
father, and nearly fallen into greater crimes, because . 
he had been blinded by fortune, by greatness, and by 
honors. As they were sitting and conversing, they 
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observed three birds coming up from a distance, and 
who seemed to be chasing one another. They soon 
perceived that one of them was a black bird flying in 
great fright from a large hawk. It was obvious that 
the hawk would soon have seized his prey, had he not 
been pursued in turn by a larger bird, to avoid which 
he was often compelled to dart from side to side. At 
last they came to close conflict. The pursued black 
bird fell into Medjeddin’s lap; the hawk, struck by his 
pursuer, fell to the ground at their feet, and was, by 
the strong hooked bill and sharp claws of his adversary, 
soon killed and torn to pieces. Scarcely had this taken 
place, when the conqueror changed into a venerable- 
looking sage. He turned to Medjeddin, who was quite 
astonished, and said, ‘‘ Dip quickly your forefinger in the 
blood of this slain bird, and anoint with it the beak of 
the black one.” 

Medjeddin obeyed immediately; and scarcely had he 
touched the black bird’s beak with the blood, ere it was 
transformed, and a handsome youth in kingly dress 
stood before them. 

“Guess who this is,”’ said the genius. 

“The Prince Mesoud ?” asked Medjeddin. 

The genius answered, “It is he!’ and, as he stood 
looking at the young prince with astonishment, added, 
‘You do not perceive how and why all this has hap- 
pened. I could explain to you all these mysteries; but 
to what purpose? It is not necessary for weak men to 
know the threads by which their fates are linked to- 
gether: suffice it to know that it was necessary for you 
to perform all this, that you might be tried: you are 
found worthy, and Heaven rewards you with Maryam, 
the early companion of your youth, now to be your wife.” 

Then Medjeddin turned toward Maryam, and looked 
inquiringly at Salek, her father. This latter said, ‘‘ With 
joy I listen to the will of fate: the highest wish of my 
heart will now be fulfilled.” 

“Know,” continued the genius, ‘that the slain bird 
was the enchanter who transformed the Princess Jasmin 
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and the Prince Mesoud. They were also to pass through 
trials: thus it was decreed by fate. Because the enchanter 
only fulfilled the will of fate from selfish motives, and 
carried his revenge beyond it and contrary to it, the King 
of the Genii commanded me to slay him.” 

With these words he disappeared from their sight. 
They returned now in happy union to the city; and El 
Kattab, who had built his hut at the edge of the wood 
to be always near the place of his sorrow, dwelt again 
in his house with his children. The prince proceeded 
to Zanguebar in the same ship that had brought Med- 
jeddin. He was received there with great joy, and was 
soon married to his early love. But Medjeddin’s name 
lived long in their memory, and in that of all the inhabit- 
ants of that island. 

When the Caliph Haroun-al-Raschid heard of Med- 
jeddin’s return, he had him called before him, and 
made him relate his history. The caliph was so pleased 
with him that he took him into his palace and gave 
him an important post in his court. His history he 
caused to be inscribed in the records of his kingdom. 
And when Giafar, his aged vizir, expressed a wish to end 
his life in quietness, the caliph raised Medjeddin to the 
grand vizirship; and he continued long in this office, 
to the pleasure of his friends and the happiness of the 
people, by whom he was greatly beloved. 


VIII. 


THE STORY OF KING BEDREDDIN-LOLO AND 
| HIS VIZIR ATALMULC. 


Tue city of Damascus is one of the most populous 
and flourishing cities of the East, and to this capital 
of arich kingdom travellers and caravans arrive from 
all the countries of the world. Its sovereigns bear the 
title of “Prince of the Believers,’ and their person is 
sacred. 

Bedreddin-Lolo, King of Damascus, had for his grand 
vizir a man celebrated in history for his goodness. This 
minister, whose real name was Aswad, but whose great 
virtues had acquired for him the surname of Atalmulc,* 
was in every way worthy of the high name he had so 
obtained,—uniting to an indefatigable zeal for the king’s 
service a vigilance that nothing could deceive, a pene- 
trating and capacious mind, and a disinterestedness that 
was universally admired. But he was surnamed the 
“sorrowful”? vizir, because he appeared to be always 
plunged ina profound melancholy. Whatever he did 
at court was performed in a grave and serious manner, 
and he never smiled at the wittiest remark that was 
made in his presence. 

One day the king entertained this vizir and Sedif- 
Elmuloak, his favorite, and related to them, laughing 
immoderately all the while, the following misfortunes 
that happened to a rich old miser. 


* A gift to the kingdom. 
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The Old Pair of Slippers. 


There was at Bagdad a merchant very notorious for 
his avarice, and his name was Abou-Cassem-lT'ambouri. 
Although he was enormously rich, his clothes were con- 
stantly in rags and tatters, and his turban, made of 
coarse stuff, was so dirty that its color could no longer 
be distinguished. Of all his garments, however, his 
slippers were the most remarkable: the soles were kept 
together by large, clumsy nails, and the upper leathers 
were pieced in every direction. The famous ship Argo was 
not made up of a greater number of separate fragments. 
During the ten years of their existence as slippers, the 
cleverest cobblers of Bagdad had exerted their utmost 
skill to tag together their remains, and had only suc- 
ceeded by adding piece on piece, by which means they 
had become so heavy that they had passed into a pro- 
verb; and, when any one wished to describe something 
weighty, the slippers of Cassem were always the object 
of comparison. 

One day, when this merchant was taking a walk in 
the great bazaar of the city, a proposal was made to 
him to buy a considerable quantity of glass: he agreed 
to the offer, because it was an advantageous one; and 
having heard, a few days afterward, that a perfumer who 
had fallen into difficulties had nothing left but some 
rose-water, which he would of course be obliged to sell as 
speedily as possible, Cassem took advantage of the poor 
man’s misfortune, and purchased it at less than half its 
value. This successful stroke of business had put him 
into good humor, and, instead of giving a great feast, 
according to the custom of Eastern merchants when they 
have made an excellent bargain, he thought it better to 
take a bath,—a luxury which he had not enjoyed for a 
long time. 

Whilst he was taking off his clothes, one of his friends, 
or at least one who pretended to be a friend,—for it is 
a rare thing for a miser to have one,—remarked to him 
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that his slippers made him the laughing-stock of the 
whole city, and that he certainly ought to purchase a 
new pair. 

“I have long thought of doing so,” replied Cassem ; 
“but my old ones are not so very bad, and will last me 
for some time even yet.” While talking, he stripped off 
his clothes and entered the bath. 

At this juncture the Cadi of Bagdad came also to take 
one. Cassem, having finished his bath before the judge, 
went into the first apartment, where he found his clothes, 
but not his slippers, which had disappeared, and in their 
place was a new pair, which our miser was convinced 
were a present from the man who had made him such a 
friendly remonstrance about them. With that he made 
no more ado, but put the new pair on his own feet, thus 
sparing himself the pain of buying new ones, and left 
the bath overjoyed with his prize. 

When the cadi had finished his bath, his slaves looked 
about in vain for their master’s slippers, and, finding only 
a wretched pair, which were immediately recognised as 
Cassem’s, the police ran after the supposed sharper, and 
brought him back with the stolen goods upon his feet. 
The cadi, after having exchanged the slippers, sent Cas- 
sem to prison; and, as he was well known to be rich as 
well as avaricious, he was not allowed to come out of 
prison until he had paid a handsome fine. 

On returning home, the afflicted Cassem threw his 
slippers, in a rage, into the Tigris, which flowed beneath 
his windows. A few days after, some fishermen, drawing 
upanet heavier than usual, found in it Cassem’s slippers. 
The nails with which they had been patched had broken 
the meshes of the net. The fishermen, out of spite to 
Cassem and his slippers, threw them into his room by 
the open window, and in their passage they struck the 
bottles containing the rose-water, and, knocking them 
down, the bottles were broken and the water totally 
lost. 

The grief and wrath of Cassem on seeing this may 
easily be conceived. He cursed his slippers, and, tearing 
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out the hair from his head, vowed that they should cause 
him no more mischief; and, so saying, he took a spade, 
and, digging a hole in his garden, buried them there. 

One of his neighbors, however, who had borne him a 
grudge for along time, perceived him turning up the 
earth, and ran and told the governor that Cassem had 
dug up a treasure in his garden. This was enough to 
excite the cupidity of the officer, and he sent forthwith 
for Cassem. In vain our miser declared that he had not 
found money,—that he was only employed in burying 
his slippers. ‘The governor had calculated on his bribe, 
and the afflicted Cassem could only regain his liberty by 
paying down a second large sum. 

Our friend, in an extremity of despair, consigned his 
slippers to Shitan,* and went and threw them into an 
aqueduct at some distance from the city, thinking that 
this time he should hear no more of them. But, as 
though the evil spirit he had invoked was determined 
to play him a trick, the slippers somehow found their 
way just to the very pipe of the aqueduct, by this means 
preventing the flowing of the water. The persons who 
had the care of the aqueduct, having gone to ascertain 
the cause of the stoppage and to remove it, carried Cas- 
sem’s slippers to the governor of the city, declaring 
them to be the cause of all the injury. Their unfor- 
tunate owner was thrown again into prison, and con- 
demned to pay a larger fine than before. The governor 
who had punished the offence, and who pretended to be 
indebted to no one for any thing, returned Cassem’s 
precious slippers to him again most faithfully; and 
Cassem, in order to free himself from all the evils which 
they had brought upon him, resolved to burn them. 
As they were saturated with water, he first of all put 
them out to dry in the sun on the terrace of his house. 
But Cassem’s evil genius had not yet quite done with his 
tricks, and the last which he played him was the worst 
of all. 





* The Devil. 
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A neighbor’s dog prowling along the terrace on the 
housetops spied out the slippers, and, darting at them, 
carried off one of them. As, however, the dog was 
playing with it, and tossing it about, he contrived to let 
it fall off the terrace on to the head of a woman who 
happened to be passing below. The fright and the 
violence of the blow together made the poor woman 
quite ill; and, her husband having carried his complaint 
before the cadi, Cassem was condemned to pay a fine 
proportionate to the misfortune of which he had been 
the cause. Going home, he took up his slippers, and 
returned to the cadi with them in his hands. 

“My lord,” he exclaimed, with a vehemence which 
excited the judge’s laughter,—‘“ my lord, look at the 
fatal cause of all my troubles! These abominable 
slippers have at length reduced me to poverty: be 
pleased now to issue a decree, in order that the misfor- 
tunes which they will, no doubt, still continue to occa- 
sion may not be imputed to me.” 

The cadi could not refuse to comply with this request, 
and Cassem learned, at great expense, the danger there 
is in not changing one’s slippers often enough. > 


The vizir listened to this story with such a serious 
countenance that Bedreddin was astonished. 

‘‘Atalmulc,” he said, “you are of a strange disposi- 
tion: you seem always sad and melancholy. During 
ten years that you have been in my service I have 
never seen the slightest sign of pleasure on your 
countenance.” 

‘May it please your majesty,” replied the vizir, “ you 
need not be surprised at it: all have their secret sor- 
rows; there is no man on earth who is exempt from 
them.” 

‘Your remark is surely untrue,” replied the king. 
“Do you mean to say that all men have some secret 
anxiety preying on their minds, because you appear 
in that state? Do you really believe this to be the 
truth ?” 
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_ “Yes, your majesty,” replied Atalmulc; “such is the 
condition of all the children of Adam. Our bosoms are 
incapable of enjoying perfect ease. Judge of others by 
yourself. Is your majesty quite contented ?” 

“Oh, as to me,” exclaimed Bedreddin, ‘‘ that is impos- 
sible! I have enemies to deal with,—the weight of an 
empire on my hands,—a thousand cares to distract my 
thoughts and disturb the repose of my life; but I am 
convinced that there are in the world a vast number 
of persons whose days run on in unruffled enjoyment.” 

The vizir Atalmulc, however, pertinaciously adhered 
to what he had stated, so that the king, seeing him so 
strongly attached to his opinion, said to him,— 

“Tf no one is exempt from vexation, all the world, 
at any rate, is not, like you, wholly overcome by afflic- 
tion. You have made me, however, very curious to 
know what it is that has rendered you so pensive and 
sorrowful: tell me, therefore, the reason of your melan- 
choly.” 

“I shall comply with your majesty’s wish,” replied 
he vizir, “and reveal the cause of my secret cares to 
you, by relating the history of my life.” 


The History of Atalmule, surnamed “The Sor- 
rowinl Viir,” and the Princess Selica. 


I am the only son of a rich jeweller of Bagdad. My 
father, whose name was Cogia Abdallah, spared no ex- 
pense in my education,—having from my earliest infancy 
hired masters, who taught me the various sciences, phi- 
losophy, law, theology, and more particularly the dif- 
ferent languages of Asia, in order that they might be 
useful to me in my travels, if I should ever make any 
in that part of the world. 

Shortly after this my father died, and when the funeral 
ceremony, which was magnificent, was over, I took pos- 
session of all his immense property. Instead of giving 
myself up to the pursuit of pleasure, I resolved to devote 
myself to my father’s profession. Being well versed in 
the knowledge of precious stones, I had reason to believe 
that I should succeed in business; and accordingly I 
went into partnership with two merchant jewellers of 
Bagdad, friends of my father, who were about to under- 
take a trading-expedition to Ormus. At Basra we hired 
a vessel, and embarked on our enterprise from the bay 
which bears the name of that city. 

Our companions on board were agreeable; the ship, 
wafted by favorable winds, glided swiftly through the 
waves. We passed the time in festive mirth, and our 
voyage promised to end as pleasantly as we could desire, 
when my two associates gave me a startling proof that 
they were not the honorable characters I had supposed. 
We were just at the end of our voyage ; and, bemg in good 
spirits on that account, we held a sort of farewell feast, 
and did ample justice to some exquisite wines which we 


had laid in at Basra. For my part, being in the highest 
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spirits, I made copious libations, and, on retiring to 
rest, lay down on a sofa, without taking off my clothes. 
In the middle of the night, while I was buried in pro- 
found slumber, my partners took me up in their arms 
and threw me overboard through the cabin-window. 
Death would seem inevitable under the circumstances, 
and in truth it is still impossible for me to imagine how 
I was fortunate enough to survive such a catastrophe. 
The sea was running high at the time; but the waves, 
as if Heaven had commanded them to spare me, instead 
of overwhelming me, bore me to the foot of a mountain 
and cast me violently on shore. As soon as I recovered 
the shock, I found myself safe and sound on the beach, 
where I passed the remainder of the night in thanking 
God for my deliverance, at which I could not sufficiently 
wonder. 

At break of day I clambered up with great difficulty 
to the top of the mountain, which was very steep, and 
met there with some peasants of the neighborhood, who 
were occupied in collecting crystals, which they after- 
ward sold at Ormus. I related to them the danger in 
which my life had been placed, and my escape seemed 
miraculous to them as well as to myself. These worthy 
people took pity on me, gave me part of their provisions, 
which consisted of honey and rice, and, as soon as they 
had finished gathering their crystal, acted as my guides 
to the great city of Ormus. Iput up at a caravansary, 
where the first object that met my eyes was one of my 
associates. 

His surprise was great at seeing aman whom he no 
doubt believed to be safely housed in some marine 
monster’s stomach, and he ran off instantly to find his 
companion, In order to acquaint him with my arrival 
and to plen how they should receive me. They soon 
settled as to their course of proceeding, and, returning 
to the place where I was, they took no notice of me, 
and studiously conducted themselves as though they 
had never seen me before. 

“QO traitors !”’ I exclaimed, ‘“‘ Heaven frustrated your 
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murderous intentions, and in spite of your cruelty I am 
still alive. Give me back instantly all my precious stones: 
I will no longer associate with such vile wretches.” 

On hearing these words, which ought to have over- 
whelmed them with shame and remorse, they had the 
impudence to reply,— 

“O thief and rogue! who are you, and where do you 
come from? What precious stones do you speak of 
that we have belonging to you?” 

So saying, they set on me, and gave me several blows 
with a stick. I threatened to complain to the cadi, 
but they anticipated me by going to that judge them- 
selves. Bowing down before him, after having pre- 
viously taken care to present him with some valuable 
brilliants, which no doubt belonged to me, they said to 
him,— 

““O lamp of justice! ight which dispels the darkness 
of deceit! We have recourse to you. We are poor 
strangers, come from the ends of the earth to trade 
here: is it right that a thief should insult us? and will 
you permit that he should deprive us by an imposture of 
what we have acquired at the risk of our lives and after 
running a thousand dangers ?” 

“ Who is the man of whom you make this complaint?” 
asked the cadi. 

“ My lord,” they replied, “we do not know him : we 
never saw him before this morning.” 

At this moment I presented myself before the judge, 
to make my own complaint; but as soon as they saw 
me they exclaimed,— 

“Here is the man,—here is the wretch, the arrant 
thief! He is even impudent enough to venture into 
your palace and show himself before you, the very sight 
of whom ought to frighten the guilty. Great judge, con- 
descend to protect us.” 

I now approached the cadi, in order to address him; 
but, having no presents to make to him, I found it 
impossible to get him to listen to my story. The 
calm and unmoved aspect with which I spoke to him, 
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proceeding from the testimony of a good conscience, 
was thought by the cadi’s prejudiced mind to arise 
from impudence, and he ordered his archers to convey 
me instantly to prison,—an order which they lost no 
time in executing. So that while I, an innocent man, 
was loaded with chains, my partners departed, not only 
unpunished, but in triumph, and well persuaded that 
a new miracle would require to be wrought to deliver 
me from the hands of the cadi. 

And, indeed, my escape from my present difficulty 
might not have been of so fortunate a nature as that 
from drowning, had not an incident occurred which 
showed the goodness of Heaven still visibly displayed 
on my behalf. The peasants who had brought me to 
Ormus, having heard by chance that I had been put in 
prison, moved with compassion, went to the cadi, and 
told him in what way they had fallen in with me, to- 
gether with all the details which they had heard from 
myself on the mountain. 

This recital began to open the eyes of the judge, and 
caused him to regret that he had not listened to me. 
He forthwith resolved to investigate the matter, and 
first of all sent to the caravansary to inquire for the 
two merchants; but they had hastily decamped, and 
returned on board the ship, which had put to sea; for, 
in spite of the bias of the cadi in their favor, they 
had taken the alarm. Their rapid flight effectually 
convinced the judge that I had been committed to 
prison unjustly, and he gave orders to set me at liberty. 
Such was the termination of the partnership I had 
entered into with the two honest jewellers. 

As one saved from drowning, and the hands of jus- 
tice, (or rather injustice,) I might well have considered 
myself eminently bound to return thanks to the Al- 
mighty. My situation, however, was such as to render 
me rather indifferent as to what might happen to me; 
for I was without money, without friends, without credit, 
and reduced either to subsist on charity or to perish 
of hunger. I quitted Ormus without knowing what 
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would become of me, and walked in the direction of 
the prairie of Lar, which is between the mountains 
and the Persian Gulf. On arriving there, I met a 
caravan of merchants from Hindostan, who were set- 
ting out for Schiras, and, joining myself to them, I 
gained a subsistence by rendering myself useful on 
trifling occasions. On our arrival at Schiras, where 
the Shah Tahmaspe held his court, I stopped for some 
time in that city. 

One day, when returning from the great mosque to 
the caravansary where I lodged, I saw an officer of the 
King of Persia, richly dressed and very handsome. 
Looking at me attentively, he came up to me and said, 
“Young man, from what country do you come ?—for 
I see you are a stranger, and evidently not in avery 
prosperous condition.” I replied that I came from 
Bagdad, and that his conjecture was but too well 
founded. I then related my history more at length, 
to which he listened attentively, and with much feel- 
ing for my misfortunes. He next asked me how old 
I was; and, when I told him that I was nineteen years 
of age, he desired me to follow him, and, walking be- 
fore me, proceeded to the king’s palace, which I entered 
along with him. Conducting me into a very elegant 
apartment, he asked me, “ What is your name?” I 
replied, “Aswad.” He then asked many other ques- 
tions, and, being satisfied with my replies, he said, at 
last, — 

“Aswad, your misfortunes have affected me greatly, 
and I wish to assist you as a father. Jam the capi-aga* 
of the King of Persia: there is now a place vacant for 
a new page, and I have appointed you to it. You are 
young and handsome, and I cannot make a better choice, 
for there is not one among the present pages who sur- 
passes you in good looks.” 

I thanked the capi-aga for his kindness, and he forth- 
with took me under his command and caused me to be 


*® Captain of the door of the king’s chamber. 
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equipped in the dress of a page. I was made acquainted 
with my duties, which I soon learned to discharge in 
such a manner as to gain the esteem of the zuluflis* and 
to confer honor on my protector. 

There was a rule that no page of the twelve chambers 
should, under pain of death, remain in the gardens of 
the seraglio after a certain hour, when the women were 
accustomed occasionally to walk there. The same rule 
extended to all the officers of the palace and the soldiers 
of the guard. Being in the gardens one evening quite 
alone, and musing on my misfortunes, I became so lost 
in thought that I did not perceive that the proper time 
for men to leave the gardens was already past. Know- 
ing that no time was to be lost, I quickened my pace 
in order to enter the palace, when, just as I was turning 
the corner of one of the walks, a lady appeared before me. 
She was of a majestic stature, and in spite of the dark- 
ness I could see that she was both young and beautiful. 
‘You are in a great hurry,” she remarked: “what can 
it be that obliges you to walk so fast ?” 

“I have very good reasons for doing so,” I replied, 
“and if you belong to the palace, as doubtless you do, 
you cannot be ignorant of them. You know that men 
are forbidden to appear in the gardens after a certain 
hour, and that whoever breaks this rule suffers death.” 

“You have been rather slow in remembering the 
rule,” replied the lady, “for the hour is long past: how- 
ever, on another account you may thank your stars you 
have loitered, for if you had not you would not have 
met with me.” 

“How unfortunate for me that I should have mis- 
taken the time!” I exclaimed, thinking only that I had 
placed my life in danger. 

‘Don’t reproach yourself,” said the lady: “if you 
do, I shall feel offended. You ought to look on your 
misfortune to be rather a source of congratulation. It 
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presents ideas disagreeable enough, but it is not quite so 
certain that you will be beheaded, for the king is a good 
prince, who may be induced to forgive you. Who are 
you?” 

“Iam one of the pages,” I replied. 

“Indeed!” she exclaimed: “you make very wise ob- 
servations for a page: the grand vizir could not make 
better. Well, don’t distress yourself about what may 
happen to-morrow, the events of which are hidden from 
you and are only known to Heaven, which has perhaps 
even now prepared a means of escape for you. Leave 
then the future to take care of itself, and think only 
of the present. If you knew who I am, and the great 
honor conferred upon you by this adventure, instead 
of poisoning the precious moments by bitter reflections, 
you would esteem yourself the most fortunate of 
mortals.” 

By such animating language the lady at length dis- 
pelled my fears: the idea of the punishment which 
threatened me vanished from my mind as I abandoned 
myself to the flattering ideas which she held out to me, 
and I proceeded somewhat over-ardently to ingratiate 
myself with my companion. The next moment, how- 
ever, as if at a signal from her, I found myself sur- 
rounded by ten or a dozen women, who had concealed 
themselves close by in order to listen to our conver- 
sation. It was easy now to see that the woman who 
had played me this trick was laughing at me. I sup- 
posed she was one of the female slaves of the Princess 
of Persia who was desirous of having a little amusement 
at my expense. All the other women ran quickly to 
her assistance, and, bursting into laughter, began to 
surround me and to joke with me. One remarked 
that I was of a lively character, and well fitted for an 
amusing companion. “If I should ever walk all alone 
at night,” said another, “I hope I shall meet with some- 
body quite as clever as this page.” Their pleasantries 
put me quite out of countenance, while every now and 
then they laughed outrageously, and I felt as ashamed 


AND THE PRINCESS ZELICA. 313 


as if they had rallied me for being too bashful. They 
even made themselves merry at my having permitted 
the hour for leaving the gardens to escape me, and said 
that it would be a pity if I were to die on that account, 
and that I well deserved to live, since I was so devoted 
to the service of the ladies. The first one then, whom I 
had heard addressed as Cale-Cairi, said to another, “ It 
1s for you, my princess, to determine respecting his lot: 
is it your wish that he should be abandoned to his fate, 
or shall we lend him our assistance ?” 

‘‘ He must be saved from the danger he is in,” replied 
the princess: ‘I give my consent for him to live; and, 
indeed, to the end that he may remember this adventure 
of his for a long time to come, we must make it still 
more agreeable to him. Let him come to my apart- 
ments.” 

When I entered the chamber of Zelica Begum—for 
such was her name, and she was the Princess of Persia 
—she inquired my name, and how long I had been a 
page. When I had satisfied her curiosity on these 
points, she said,— 

“Well, Aswad, make yourself at home, and forget 
that you are in an apartment which is forbidden to be 
entered by any man: forget that I am Zelica: speak to 
us as if you were with a party of young ladies, the 
daughters of plain citizens of Schiras: look attentively 
at all these young women, and tell me frankly which 
` one among us all you like best.” 

Although Zelica’s slaves were perfectly beautiful, and 
the princess herself might be considered to have a just 
claim to the preference, my heart decided at once in 
favor of the charming Cale-Cairi; but, concealing senti- 
ments which would seem to cast Zelica into the shade, I 
said to her that she ought not to place herself in the 
same rank with the others, or contend with her slaves 
for the possession of my heart, for that her beauty was 
such that, wherever she was seen, all eyes must be 
directed to her, and her alone. While speaking thus, 
however, I could not resist looking at Cale-Cairi in a 
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way which would make her think that my language 
had been dictated by courtesy alone, and not by the 
real feelings of my breast. Zelica, noticing this, said, 
“Aswad, you flatter me too much. You must be more 
candid: I am certain that you have not spoken your 
real sentiments, and you must really answer me truly 
in reply to my question. Open your inmost soul to us: 
we all beg you to do this, and you cannot confer a 
greater pleasure both on myself and all my slaves.” 
Yielding at last to their urgent requests, I threw off my 
timidity, and, addressing myself to Zelica, I said,— 

“I will then endeavor to comply with your highness’s 
wishes: it would be difficult to decide which of the ex- 
quisitely-beautiful assemblage before me is the most 
beautiful, but I will avow to you that the amiable Cale- 
Cairi is the lady for whom the inclinations of my heart 
plead the most strongly.” 

Zelica, instead of being offended by my boldness, 
replied, “I am well pleased, Aswad, that you have 
given the preference to Cale-Cairi: she is my favorite, 
and that is sufficient to prove that your taste is not 
bad. You do not know the full worth of the fair lady 
whom you have chosen: we unite in owning that she 
excels us all.” 

The princess and her slaves now began to banter Cale- 
Cairi on the triumph which her charms had achieved ; 
and she received all their witticisms in very good part. 
Zelica then ordered a lute to be brought, and, placing it 
in Cale’s hands, said to her, “Show your lover what you 
can do with it;”’ and she played upon it in a style which 
enchanted me, accompanying it at the same time with 
her voice in a song which indicated that when a lover 
has made choice of a suitable object he ought to love 
that dear one forever. An old slave at length came to 
inform us that daylight was approaching, and that there 
was no time to be lost if it were intended that I should 
quit the apartments in safety. Zelica then told me to 
follow the slave, who led me through many galleries, 
and by many windings and turnings, until we reached a 
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little gate of which she had the key; and, on the door 
being opened, I went out, and, as it was now daylight, I 
saw that I was no longer in the palace. A few hours 
after I rejoined my companions. 

Eight days after this, a eunuch came to the door of 
the king’s apartments and said that he wished to speak 
with me. I went to him and inquired what he wanted. 

“Ts not your name Aswad ?” he asked. 

I replied that it was. He then put anote into my 
hands, and went away. The letter stated that if I felt 
inclined to pay a visit to the gardens of the seraglio 
next night, and would be at the same place as before, 
I should there see a lady who was very sensibly touched 
with the preference I had given to her over all the 
princess’s women. Although I suspected that Cale- 
Cairi had taken a fancy to me, I had no idea of receiv- 
ing such a letter as this from her. Intoxicated with my 
good luck, I asked leave from the oda-baschi to pay a 
visit to a clervise who was a countryman of my own, and 
who had just arrived from Mecca. Leave being granted 
me, I ran, or rather flew, to the gardens of the seraglio, 
as soon as night was come. If on the first occasion 
time fled too swiftly and surprised me into stopping 
after the hour for leaving the gardens, it seemed now 
too slow in bringing me the promised pleasure, and I 
thought the hour of retreat would never come. It did 
come, however, and I could see, shortly afterward, ap- 
proaching the place where I was concealed, a lady 
whom I recognised by her stature and air to be Cale- 
Cairi. Transported with delight, I drew near, and, 
throwing myself at her feet, I remained for some time 
prostrate on the ground without speaking a word, so 
completely had I lost all self-possession. 

‘Rise, Aswad,” she said: “I am enraptured at having 
inspired you with such feelings toward me, for I will 
confess to you that for my part I have not been able to 
resist a friendly regard for you. Your youth, good looks, 
and lively and brilliant wit, but more than all, perhaps, 
your preferring me to other ladies of great beauty, have 
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endeared you to me. My conduct proves this sufficiently ; 
but, alas! my dear Aswad,” she added, sighing, “I 
scarcely know whether I ought to be proud of the con- 
quest I have made, or rather to regard it as an event 
which will embitter the whole course of my life.” 

“But, madam,” I replied, “why give way to such 
gloomy presentiments at the very time when your pre- 
sence brings me such delight ?” 

“Tt is not,” she replied, “a foolish fear that now, at 
such a moment as this, causes me annoyance and dis- 
turbs the pleasure of our meeting: my fears are only too 
well founded, and you are ignorant of the cause of my 
grief. The Princess Zelica loves you; and when she has 
freed herself, as she will do soon, from the splendid 
bondage in which she is held, she will inform you of 
your happiness. When she confesses to you that you 
are dear to her, how will you receive such a glorious 
avowal? Will your love for me hold out against the 
honor of having the affections of the first princess in the 
world ?” 

“Yes, charming Cale-Cairi,”’ I said, interrupting her: 
“I would prefer you even to Zelica. Were it to please 
Heaven that you should have even a still more formida- 
ble rival, you would see that nothing could shake the 
constancy of a heart that is devoted to you.” 

‘Unhappy Aswad !”’ exclaimed the lady, “whither does 
your love carry you? What a fatal assurance you are 
giving me of your fidelity! You forget that I am a slave 
of the Princess of Persia. If you were to repay her 
kindness by ingratitude, you would draw down her anger 
upon us both, and we should perish. Better it were that 
I should yield you up to so powerful a rival: it would 
be the only means of saving ourselves.” 

“No, no,” I replied, hastily: “there is another means 
which I should rather choose in my despair, and that 
would be to banish myself from the court altogether. 
After my retreat you would be safe from the vengeance 
of Zelica, and you would regain your peace of mind: by 
degrees you would forget the unfortunate Aswad, who 
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would retire into the deserts to seek for rest in his mis- 
fortunes.” 

I spoke with such deep feeling and truth that the lady 
was herself overcome with my grief, and said,— 

“Cease, Aswad, to yield to a needless affliction. You 
are mistaken: your merits are such that it would be 
wrong to keep you longer in the dark. I am Zelica 
herself, and not her slave. That night when you came 
to my apartment I personated Cale-Cairi, and you sup- 
posed my attendant to be myself.” 

Zelica then called one of her women, who ran to her 
from amidst some cypress-trees where she was concealed, 
and I perceived that she was the slave whom I supposed 
to be the Princess of Persia. 

“ Aswàåd,” said the princess to me, ‘‘you now see the 
true Cale-Cairi: I give her back her name and take 
my own: I have no wish to disguise myself any longer. 
Although your love is greater than your ambition, I am 
certain that it will be a source of new pleasure to you to 
know that the lady who loves you is a princess.” 

We passed nearly the whole night in walking about 
and conversing, and daylight would no doubt have found 
us in the gardens, had not Cale-Cairi, who was with us, 
taken care to inform us that it was time to withdraw. 
It was needful then that we should separate ; but before 
I parted from Zelica the princess said to me,— 

“ Adieu, Aswad! do not forget me. We shall see 
each other again, and I will soon let you know how dear 
you are to me.” I threw myself at her feet to thank 
her for so flattering a promise, after which Cale-Cairi 
took me out by the same winding passages as before, and 
I then left the seraglio. 

Beloved by the august princess whom I idolized, and 
forming an enchanting image of what she had promised 
me, I abandoned myself to the most pleasing fancies 
that the mind could depict, when an unlooked-for event 
deprived me all on a sudden of my proud hopes. I had 
heard a report that the Princess Zelica was ill, and two 
days afterward the rumor of her death was circulated 
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in the palace. I was unwilling to give credit to this 
fatal intelligence, and refused to do so until I saw pre- 
parations going on for the funeral ceremony. I did not 
see the whole of it, because excessive grief threw me 
into a succession of dangerous fainting-fits which lasted 
for a long time. One of the officers of the palace gave 
directions for me to be carried into the pages’ room, 
where great care was taken of me: my limbs were rubbed 
with a balm of exceeding virtue, and, in spite of my 
overwhelming misery, such was the progress I made, 
that in two days my strength was restored. A stay in 
Schiras, however, having become insupportable, I secretly 
left the court of Persia three days after the interment 
of my beloved princess. Overwhelmed with grief, I 
walked all night without knowing whither I was going 
or where I ought to go. Next morning, having stopped 
to rest myself, a young man approached who was dressed 
in a very extraordinary manner. Coming up to me, he 
saluted me, and presented me with a green branch 
which he held in his hand, and, after having civilly 
made me accept it, he began to recite some Persian 
verses to induce me to bestow my charity upon him. 
As I had no money, I could not give him any. Think- 
ing that I was ignorant of the Persian language, he 
recited some Arabic verses; but, seeing that he had no 
better success this way than the other, and that I did 
not do what he wanted, he said to me, “ Brother, I 
cannot persuade myself that you are deficient in charity, 
but rather in the means wherewith to exercise it.” 

“You are right,” I said: “I have not a farthing in 
the world, and I know not even where to shelter my 
head.” 

“ Unfortunate man!” he exclaimed; ‘‘what a sad 
plight you are in! I really pity you, and wish, more- 
over, to assist you.” 

I was not a little astonished to be thus addressed by a 
man who had been asking alms of me a moment before, 
and I supposed that the assistance he offered was merely 
that of his prayers, when he went on to say,— 
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“I am one of those merry fellows they call fakirs; 
and I can tell you that, though we subsist entirely on 
charity, we fare none the less sumptuously for that, as 
we have discovered the secret of exciting the compas- 
sion of well-meaning people by an appearance of morti- 
fication and penance which we well know how to impart 
to ourselves. It is true there are a few fakirs fools 
enough to be really what they seem, and who lead a life 
of such austerity as sometimes to go ten whole days 
without the least nourishment. But we are a little less 
rigorous than these ascetics: we make no pretensions 
to the reality of their virtues, only to the appearance 
of them. Will you become one of our fraternity? I 
am now on my way to meet two of them at Bost: if you 
have a fancy to make the fourth, you have but to follow 
me.” 

“I am afraid,” I replied, “that, not being accustomed 
to your religious exercises, I shall acquit myself but 
clumsily.” 

“« Pray, don’t trouble yourself,” he broke in, “on that 
head: I repeat to you that we are not fakirs of the 
austere order; in short, we have really nothing of the 
fakir about us but the dress.” 

Although I guessed, from what the fakir had told me, 
that he and his companions were in reality three liber- 
tines in disguise, I nevertheless did not hesitate to join 
them ; for, besides being reckless from sheer misery, I 
had not learned among the pages of the court many 
lessons of scrupulousness on the score of morality. As 
soon as I had signified to the fakir my consent, he set 
out with me at once for Bost, feeding me on the road 
with abundance of dates, rice, and other good things, 
which people presented to him in the towns and villages 
through which we passed ; fer the moment his little bell 
and his peculiar cry became heard the good Mussulmans 
came running to him with provisions from all quarters. 

In this way we arrived at the large town of Bost. We 
made our way to a small house in the suburbs, where 
the two other fakirs resided. They received us with 
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Dpen arms, and appeared delighted with my resolution 
of joining them. They soon initiated me into their 
mysteries; that is to say, they showed me how to per- 
form their antics. As soon as I was well instructed in 
the art of imposing on the populace, they sent me into 
the town to present respectable citizens with flowers or 
branches, and to recite verses to them. I always returned 
home with some pieces of silver, which enabled us to 
live merrily enough. 

I passed nearly two years with the fakirs, and should 
have lived there much longer had not the one who had 
induced me to join them, and whom [ liked the best, 
proposed to me to travel. 

“« Aswad,” said he, one day, “I am sick of this town. 
I begin to long to roam a little. I have heard wonder- 
ful accounts of the city of Candahar: if you will ac- 
company me we will put the truth of these reports to 
the test.” 

I consented at once, for I had a curiosity to see some 
new country, or, rather, I was impelled by that superior 
power which guides our destinies. 

Accordingly, we both quitted Bost, and, passing 
through many cities of Segestan without stopping, we 
reached the noble city of Candahar, surrounded with 
its strong fortifications. We betook ourselves to a 
caravansary, where our dresses—the most commendable 
thing about us, by-the-way—procured us a kind and 
hearty reception. We found the inhabitants of the 
city in a great bustle, as they were going to celebrate 
the feast of Giulous on the following day. We learned 
that at court they were no less busy, as every one was 
anxious to show his attachment for the King Firouz- 
shah, who had earned by his justice the love of all good 
men, and still more by his rigor the fear of the wicked. 

The fakirs going where they pleased without hin- 
derance, we proceeded next day to court to witness the 
festival, which, however, had few charms for the eyes 
of a man who had seen the Giulous of the King of 
Persia. 
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Whilst we were attentively watching what passed, I 
felt myself pulled by the sleeve, and, turning round, 
perceived close to me the very eunuch who, in the 
shah’s palace, had been the bearer of Cale-Cairi’s—or 
rather Zelica’s—letter. 

“ My lord,” he whispered, ‘“‘I recognised you at once 
in spite of your strange dress; but indeed, though I 
flatter myself Iam never mistaken, I am not quite sure 
whether on the present occasion I ought not to doubt 
the evidence of my own eyes. Is it possible that it is 
you I have met here?” 

“And pray,” I asked, in reply, ‘‘what are you doing 
at Candahar, and why have you left the court of Persia? 
Can the death of the Princess Zelica have driven you 
away as it did me?” 

“That,” replied he, ‘is exactly what I cannot tell 
you at this moment, but I will amply satisfy your curi- 
osity if you will meet me here to-morrow alone at the 
same hour. I have a few things to tell you which will 
astonish you, and which—let me add—concern you not 
a little.” 

I promised to return alone to the same spot the fol- 
lowing day, and took care to keep my word. The 
eunuch was there, and, coming up to me, proposed that 
we should leave the palace and seek some place better 
adapted for conversation. We accordingly went out 
into the city, and, after traversing several streets, 
stopped at last at the door of a good-sized house, of 
which he had the key. We entered, and I observed 
suites of apartments magnificently furnished, delicious 
earpets and luxurious sofas, whilst through the windows 
I perceived a garden beautifully laid out, with a delight- 
ful piece of water in the middle, bordered with varie- 
gated marble. 

‘“My lord Aswad,” said the eunuch, “I trust the house 
pleases you.” 

“ I am delighted with it,” I replied. 

“Iam glad to hear you say so,” he returned, “for I 
zesierday took it, just as you see it, for you. You will 
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next want slaves to wait on you. Iwill go and purchase 
some whilst you take a bath.” 

So saying, he conducted me to a chamber, where I 
found baths all ready. 

‘“In Heaven’s name,” I exclaimed, ‘‘tell me for what 
purpose you have brought me here, and what the news 
is you have promised to tell me.” 

“At the proper time and place,” he rejoined, “you 
shall learn all: for the present, be content to know that 
your lot is materially changed since I met you, and that 
I have my orders for every thing I am doing.” 

As he spoke, he assisted me to undress,—a process 
which did not take long. I entered the bath, and the 
eunuch left me, enjoining patience. 

All this mystery furnished ample food for conjecture, 
but I wearied myself fruitlessly in endeavoring to fathom 
it. Schapour left mea long time in the bath, and my 
patience was beginning to be exhausted, when he re- 
turned, followed by four slaves, two of whom carried 
towels and garments, and the others all sorts of provi- 
sions. 

“I beg your pardon, my lord,” said he; “I am ex- 
tremely sorry I have kept you waiting so long.” 

At the same time the slaves placed their bundles on 
the sofas and proceeded to wait on me: they rubbed 
me with towels of the finest texture, and then dressed 
me in rich garments, with a magnificent robe and 
turban. 

“ What on earth is all this to end in?” said I to my- 
self; “and by whose orders can it be that this eunuch 
treats me in such a manner ?” 

My impatience to be enlightened became so lively 
that I could not conceal it. Schapour soon perceived 
it, and said,— 

‘Tt is with the deepest regret that I see you so restless 
and uneasy; but I cannot yet relieve you. Even sup- 
posing I had not been expressly forbidden to say a word, 
or even supposing that I betrayed my trust and told you 
every thing I am now concealing from you, I should not 
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succeed in tranquillizing you in the least: anxieties still 
more harassing would take the place of those which now 
worry you. You must wait till night, and you shall then 
learn all you desire to know.” 

Though I would not but augur well from what the eu- 
nuch said, yet it was impossible to help being for the rest 
of the day in a state of cruel suspense. I really believe 
that the expectation of evil causes less real suffering than 
that of some great pleasure. The night, however, came 
at last, and the slaves proceeded to light up the whole 
house, and particularly the principal apartment, with 
wax candles. In this apartment I took my seat with 
Schapour, who, to assuage my impatience, kept saying 
to me, “They will be here in a moment: have but a 
little more patience.” At last we heard knocking at 
the door. The eunuch went himself to open it, and 
returned with a lady whom, the moment she raised her 
veil, I recognised as Cale-Cairi. My surprise was ex- 
treme, for I believed her to be at Schiras. 

“ My lord Aswad,” said she, “ however astonished you 
may be to see me, you will be much more so when you 
hear the story I have to tell you.” 

At these words Schapour and the slaves quitted the 
apartment, leaving me alone with Cale-Cairi. We both 
sat down on the same sofa, and she commenced her 
narration, as follows :— 

‘You recollect well, my lord, that night on which 
Zelica made herself known to you, nor can you yet 
have forgotten the promise she made you on leaving. 
The following day I asked her whether she had come 
to any resolution what course to pursue in the matter: 
I represented to her the absurdity of a princess of her 
rank dreaming of exposing herself to disgrace and death 
for the sake of a mere page. In short, I used every 
effort to overcome her passion: and you may well 
pardon me for doing so, as all my reasoning served 
but to strengthen her attachment. When I saw I was 
utterly unable to prevail with her, ‘Madam,’ I said, at 
length, ‘I cannot contemplate without shuddering the 
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danger into which you are rushing; but, since no con- 
sideration seems powerful enough to detach you from 
your lover, we must endeavor to contrive some plan for 
you to meet without endangering either your life or his. 
I have thought of one which would doubtless be gratify- 
ing to your affection, but it seems to me so daring that I 
hardly like to propose it.’ 

“«¢ Let me hear it at once, Cale-Cairi,’ said the princess: 
‘whatever it may be, pray, do not keep it from me.’ 

‘“<Tf you put it in practice,’ replied I, ‘you must 
make up your mind to quit the court and live as though 
you had been born to the humblest lot in life. You 
must renounce all the honors of your rank. Do you 
love Aswad sufficiently to make so great a sacrifice ?’ 

‘““<Do IL love him?’ returned she, drawing a deep sigh. 
‘Ah, the very humblest lot with him would please me 
far more than all the pomp and luxury with which I 
am now surrounded. Only point out to me what I can 
do in order to enjoy his society without constraint and 
without impropriety, and I am ready to do it without 
a moment’s hesitation.’ 

“< Well, madam, I replied, ‘since I perceive it is 
useless to endeavor to overcome your attachment, I 
will do all in my power to favor it. Iam acquainted 
with the properties of an herb of singular power. One 
leaf of it placed in your ear will in an hour bring on 
so lethargic a sleep that you will appear quite dead: 
they will then perform the funeral rites, and carry you 
to your tomb, from which at nightfall I can easily re- 
lease you i 

Here I interrupted Cale-Cairi. ‘Great Heavens!” I 
exclaimed; ‘‘is it possible that the Princess Zelica did 
not die, after all? What, then, has become of her?” 

“My lord,” said Cale-Cairi, “she is still alive. But 
pray listen patiently to my story, and you will learn 
all that you desire to know. My mistress,” she con- 
tinued, “threw herself into my arms with Joy, so clever 
did my plan appear to her. Presently,. however, she 
began to perceive many difficulties connected with the 
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rites and observances usual at funerals. I removed all 
her doubts, and thus we set about the execution of our 
plan. 

“ Zelica complained of a terrible pain in her head, 
and went to bed. The next morning I spread a report 
that she was dangerously ill: the royal physician was 
sent for; it was no difficult matter to deceive him. 
He sent some remedies which of course were never 
taken. From day to day the princess’s illness in- 
creased; and as soon as, in my judgment, her last 
moments ought to approach, I placed in her ear a leaf 
of the herb I have mentioned. I immediately after 
ran to the shah, and told him the princess had but a 
few moments to live and desired anxiously to speak to 
him. He came to her at once, and, observing that, as 
the herb began its work, her face changed rapidly, he 
was deeply moved, and began to weep. 

«< My lord,’ said his daughter, in faint accents, ‘I 
implore you, by the love you have always borne me, to 
order my last wishes to be carried out to the letter. 
My wish is, that, when I am dead, no one but Cale- 
Cairi shall be permitted to wash my body, and that 
none of my other slaves shall share that honor with 
her. I also beg that none but she shall watch my 
tomb the first night, that no tears but hers shall fall 
on it, and that her prayers alone shall ascend to the 
prophet to avert from me the assaults of evil spirits.’ 

‘‘Shah Tahmaspe promised his daughter that I alone 
should perform for her these last sad duties. 

«< But this is not all, my lord,’ continued she: ‘I 
also implore you to give Cale-Cairi her liberty the 
moment I am no more, and to give her, with her free- 
dom, presents worthy of yourself and of the affection 
she has always evinced toward me.’ 

“< My child, replied the shah, ‘make yourself per- 
fectly easy on all the matters you have commended to 
my notice. Should it be my misfortune to lose you, I 
swear that your favorite slave, loaded with presents, 
shall be at liberty to go — she pleases.’ 
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“He had hardly done speaking when the herb com- 
pleted its work. Zelica lost all consciousness, and her 
father, supposing her to be dead, retired to his own 
apartments in deep grief. He gave orders that I 
alone should wash and embalm the body, which I pre- 
tended to clo, and then, wrapping it in a white cloth, 
laid it in the coffin. The princess was then carried in 
great pomp to the tomb, where by the shah’s express 
orders I was left alone for the first night. I made a 
careful survey all round, to assure myself that no one 
was on the watch, and, not having discovered any one, 
I roused my mistress at once from her sleep in the 
coffin, made her put on a dress and veil I had concealed 
under my own, and we both repaired to a spot where 
Schapour was in waiting. The faithful eunuch con- 
ducted the princess to a small house which he had 
taken, and I returned to the tomb to pass the remainder 
of the night. I made up a bundle to represent the 
corpse, covered it with the same cloth in which I had 
previously wrapped Zelica, and placed it in the coffin. 
The next morning the princess’s other slaves came to 
take my place, which I took care not to leave without 
previously indulging in all the expressions of incon- 
solable grief usual on such occasions. A faithful account 
of this exhibition of woe was duly carried to the king’s 
ear, who was induced by’it to make me presents far 
beyond what he had determined on. He ordered me 
ten thousand sequins out of his treasury, and granted 
me permission, the moment I asked it, to quit the 
court and carry with me the eunuch Schapour. I 
immediately proceeded to join my mistress and con- 
gratulate her on the complete success of our strata- 
gem. Next day we sent the eunuch to the royal 
apartments with a note asking you to come and see 
me. But one of your attendants told him you were 
ill and could see no one. Three cays after, we sent 
him again: he brought back word that you had left 
the palace, and that no one knew what had become 
of you. We caused search to be made for you all 
through the city; Schapour left nothing undone in 
order to discover you; and, when at last we gave up the 
search in despair and left Schiras, we took the road to 
the Indus, because we thought it Just possible that you 
might have turned your steps in that direction, and, 
stopping at every town on our route, we set on foot 
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the most careful inquiries, which nevertheless proved 
entirely useless. 

“One day, on our road from one city to another, 
though we were travelling with a caravan, a vast horde 
of robbers surrounded us, and, in spite of a vigorous 
defence, swept down the merchants and plundered 
their goods. Of us, of course, they soon made them- 
selves masters, robbed us of our money and jewels, 
carried us to Candahar, and sold us to a slave-mer- 
chant of their acquaintance. This merchant had no 
sooner secured Zelica, than he resolved to show her to 
the King of Candahar. Firouzshah was charmed the 
moment he saw her, and asked her whence she came. 
She told him Ormus was her native place, and answered 
the prince’s other inquiries in a similar manner. In 
the end he purchased us, and placed us in the palace 
of his wives, where the handsomest apartments were 
assigned to us. Passionately though she is loved by 
the King of Candahar, she cannot, nevertheless, forget 
you; and, though he sighs at her feet, he has never 
succeeded in obtaining the slightest proof of any return 
of attachment. No one ever saw any thing like the 
joy she exhibited yesterday when Schapour informed 
her he had met with you. She was quite beside her- 
self all the rest of the day. She ordered Schapour in- 
stantly to engage a furnished house for you, to conduct 
you there to-day, and to suffer you to want for nothing. 
I am now here by her orders to inform you of the 
several things I have communicated, and to prepare 
you to see her in the course of to-morrow night. We 
shall leave the palace unobserved, and let ourselves in 
here by a small door in the garden-wall, of which we 
have had a key made for us.” As she uttered these 
last words, the favorite slave of the Princess of Persia 
rose and quitted the apartment, in order to return to 
her mistress, and Schapour accompanied her. 

I couid do nothing all that night but think of Zelica, 
my love for whom seemed to return with tenfold ardor. 
Sleep never approached my eyelids, and the following 
day seemed a century. At last, as I almost began to 
think I should fall a victim to the agonies of suspense, 
I heard a knocking at the door: my slaves ran to open 
it, and the next moment I saw my princess entering 
the room. How shall I describe the feelings which 
her presence excited in me? and, for her part, what 
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was her delight to see me once more! I threw myself 
at her feet, and for some time could do nothing but 
embrace them without uttering a syllable. At length 
she forced me to rise, and, seating me next her on the 
sofa, ‘“ Aswad,” said she, “I render thanks to Heaven for 
reuniting us; let us now hope that the -goodness of 
Providence will not stop here, but will remove the new 
obstacle which hinders our union. In expectation of the 
arrival of that happy hour, we will live here in content- 
ment; and, if circumstances prevent our meeting un- 
constrainedly, we can at least enjoy the consolation of 
hearing daily news of each other, as well as of occa- 
sional secret interviews.” In such conversation we 
passed the greater part of the night. Next day, in 
spite of the happy thoughts which now filled my mind, 
I did not forget the fakir in whose company I had 
come to Candahar; and, picturing to myself his un- 
easiness at not knowing where I was, I determined to 
go and find him out. I met him by accident in the 
street, and we embraced each other. 

“ My friend,” said I, “I was on my way to your cara- 
vansary to inform you of what has happened to me, and 
to set your mind at ease. No doubt I have occasioned 
you some uneasiness.” 

“That is true enough,” replied he: “I was in no 
small trouble about you. But what a change! What 
clothes are these you appear in? You seem to have 
been in luck. Whilst I was worrying myself about what 
had become af you, you were passing your time, as it 
seems to me, pleasantly enough.” 

“I confess it, my dear friend,” replied I; “and I can 
assure you, moreover, that Jam athousand times happier 
than it is possible for you to conceive. I want you not 
only to be witness of my good fortune, but to profit by 
it as well. Quit your caravansary, and come and live 
with me.” 

So saying, I led him to my house and showed him 
all over it. He admired the rooms and the furniture 
amazingly, and every now and then would exclaim, 
“O Heaven! what has Aswad done more than other 
men to deserve such an accumulation of good fortune?” 

“What now, fakir!” asked I: “do you view my 
happy condition with chagrin? It seems to me that my 
good fortune is positively annoying to you.” 

“On the contrary,” returned he, “it affords me the 
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liveliest satisfaction: so far from envying my friends’ 
happiness, I am never so happy as when I see them 
flourishing.”’ 

As he concluded this ‘speech, he embraced me ar- 
dently, the better to persuade me of the sincerity of 
his words. I believed him sincere, and, acting toward 
him myself in the most perfect good faith, betrayed 
myself without the least mistrust into the hands of the 
most envious, the most cowardly, and the most treacher- 
ous of men. 

In this way we continued to live for some time. 
Schapour or Cale-Cairi brought me daily intelligence of 
my beloved princess, and an occasional stolen interview 
elevated me to the seventh heaven of happiness. The 
fakir expressed the liveliest interest in the progress of 
my attachment, and I confided to him, as to my bosom 
friend, every particular of my life. 

One day, as I was reposing on a sofa and dreaming of 
Zelica, J was aroused by a great noise in my house. I 
rose in order to ascertain the cause, and, to my great 
dismay, found that it was occasioned by a body of 
Firouzshah’s own guards. 

« Follow me,” said the officer in command: ‘our 
orders are to conduct you to the palace.” 

“What crime have I committed?” asked I: “of 
what am I accused ?” 

« We have not been informed,” replied the officer. 
“Our orders are merely to carry you before the king: 
we know nothing about the cause. But I may tell you, 
for your comfort, that if you are innocent you have 
nothing whatever to fear, for you have to do with a 
prince of the strictest justice, who never lightly con- 
demns any one who is brought before him. He requires 
the most convincing proofs before he will pass an adverse 
sentence; but it is true at the same time that he punishes 
the guilty with the utmost rigor,—so that, if youare guilty, 
I pity you.” 

There was no help for it: I was obliged to follow the 
officer. On my way to the palace I said to myself, 
‘‘Firouzshah has, no doubt, discovered my correspond- 
ence with Zelica; but how can he have learned it?” 
As we crossed the court-yard of the palace, I observed 
that four gibbets had been erected there. I made a 
shrewd guess at their destination, and apprehended 
that this kind of death was the least part of the punish- 
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ment I had to expect from the wrath of Firouzshah. I 
raised my eyes to heaven and prayed that at least 
the Princess of Persia might be saved from this. We 
entered the palace: the officer who had charge of me 
conducted me into the king’s apartment. That prince 
was there, attended only by his grand vizir and the fakir. 
The moment I perceived my treacherous friend I saw 
that I had been betrayed. 

“It is you, then,” said Firouzshah to me, ‘who has 
secret interviews with my favorite. Wretch! you must 
be bold indeed to dare to trifle with me! Speak, and 
reply exactly and truly to my questions:—When you 
came to Candahar, were you not told that I was a severe 
punisher of criminals?” 

I replied that I was informed of it. 

“Well,” he continued, ‘since you knew that, why 
have you committed the greatest of all crimes?” 

“Sire,” I answered, ‘“‘may your majesty’s days last 
forever! You know that love gives courage to the 
dove: a man possessed by a violent passion fears no- 
thing. I am ready to be a victim to your just wrath ; 
and, as to any tortures that may be reserved for me, 
I shall not complain of your severity, provided you 
grant a pardon to your favorite. Alas! she was living 
peacefully in your palace before I came here, and would 
soon have been contented with rendering a great king 
happy, while gradually forgetting an unfortunate lover 
whom she never thought to see again. Knowing that 
I was in this city, her former attachment returned. It 
was I that separated her from your affection, and your 
punishment should fall on me alone.” 

While I was thus speaking, Zelica, who had been sent 
for by the king’s order, entered the apartment, followed 
by Schapour and Cale-Cairi, and, hearing the last words 
I uttered, ran forward and threw herself at the feet of 
Firouzshah. 

‘Great prince!” she exclaimed, “forgive this young 
man: itis on your guilty slave, who has betrayed you, 
that your vengeance ought to fall.” 

“Traitors that you both are!” exclaimed the king, 
“expect no favor, either of you. Die! both of you. 
This ungrateful woman only implores my kindness in 
behalf of the rash man who has offended me, while his 
sensibilities are only alive to the loss of her whom he 
loves,—both of them thus parading in my very sight 
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their amorous madness. What insolence! Vizir,” he 
cried, turning to his minister, “let them be led away 
to execution. Hang them up on gibbets, and, after their 
death, let their carcasses be thrown to the dogs and the 
vultures.” 

The officers were leading us away, when I resolved on 
one more desperate effort to save the princess. 

‘Stop, sire!’ I shouted, at the top of my voice; ‘“‘ take 
care what you do, and do not treat with ignominy the 
daughter of a king! Let your jealousy even in its fury 
have respect to the august- blood from which she has 
sprung!’ 

At these words Firouzshah appeared thunderstruck, 
and then, addressing Zelica, he inquired, ‘‘ Who then is 
the prince who is your father?” 

The princess looked at me with a proud countenance, 
and said,— 

‘“‘ Alas, Aswad, where was your discretion? How is it 
that you have told what I wished to conceal, if it were 
possible, even from myself? I should have had the 
consolation in death of knowing that my rank was a 
secret, but in disclosing it you have overwhelmed me 
with shame. Learn, then, who I am,” she continued, 
‘addressing herself to Firouzshah : “ the slave whom you 
have condemned to an infamous death is the daughter 
of Shah Tahmaspe!” She then related her whole story, 
without omitting the slightest circumstance. 

When she had concluded her recital, which increased 
the king’s astonishment, she said to him, ‘‘ Now I have 
revealed a secret which it was my Intention to bury in 
my own breast, and which nothing but the indiscretion 
of my lover could have wrung from me. After this 
confession, which I make with extreme humiliation, I 
beg that you will instantly give orders for my immediate 
execution. This is the only favor I now ask of your 
majesty.” 

“ Madam,” replied the king, ‘‘ I revoke the order for 
your death. I have too great a love for justice not to 
honor your faithfulness: what you have told me makes 
me look upon you in a different light; I have no com- 
plaint to make against you, and I set you at liberty. 
Live for Aswad, and may the happy Aswad live for you! 
Schapour also and your friend have life and liberty 
granted to them. Go, most faithful lovers; and may 
you pass the rest of your days in the enjoyment of each 
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other’s society, and may nothing interrupt the course of 
your happiness! As for you, traitor,” he continued, 
turning to the fakir, “you shall be punished for your 
treason, for your base and envious heart, which could 
not endure to see the happiness of your friend, and led 
you to deliver him up yourself to my vengeance. Mise- 
rable wretch! You shall yourself be the victim of my 
jealousy !” 

While the villain was being led to the gallows, Zelica 
and I threw ourselves at the feet of the King of Can- 
dahar and bathed them with tears of gratitude and joy. 
We assured him that we should ever retain a grateful 
sense of his generous goodness. And at length we left his 
palace, accompanied by Schapour and Cale-Cairi, with 
the intention of taking up our lodging at a caravansary. 
We were just about to enter, when an officer sent by the 
king accosted us. ‘I come,” he said, “from my master, 
Firouzshah, to offer you a lodging: the grand vizir will 
lend you a house of his, situated at the gates of the city, 
where you will be very commodiously lodged. I will be 
your conductor thither, if you will allow me and will 
take the trouble to follow me.” We accompanied him, 
and soon arrived at a house of imposing appearance and 
elegant architecture. The interior corresponded to the 
outside appearance. Every thing was magnificent and 
in good taste. There were more than twenty slaves, who 
told us that their master had desired them to supply us 
with every thing that we wanted, and to treat us as they 
would himself all the time that we remained in the 
house. 

Here my marriage with the princess was duly cele- 
brated, though with the strictest privacy. Two days after, 
we received a visit from the grand vizir, who brought an 
immense quantity of presents from the king. There 
were bales of silk and cloth of India, with twenty purses 
each containing a thousand sequins of gold. As we did 
not feel ourselves quite at our ease in a house which was 
not our own, and as the king’s bounty enabled us to go 
elsewhere, we joined ourselves to a great. caravan of 
merchants, who were proceeding to Bagdad, where we 
arrived without encountering any disaster. 

We took up our lodgings at my own house, where we 
remained for a few days after our arrival, for the pur- 
pose of recovering ourselves from the fatigue of our long 
journey. I then went into the city and visited my 
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friends, who were astonished to see me, as they had been 
told by my associates, on their return, that I was dead. 
As soon as I knew that they were at Bagdad, I hastened 
to the grand vizir, threw myself at his feet, and related 
their perfidious conduct toward me. He gave orders 
for their immediate arrest, and commanded them to be 
interrogated in my presence. ‘Is it not true,” I asked 
them, “that I awoke when you took me up in your 
arms, that I asked what you intended doing with me, 
and that without replying you threw me out through the 
port-hole of the ship into the sea?’” 

They replied that I must have been dreaming, and 
that I must certainly have thrown myself into the sea 
when asleep. 

“ Why, then,” said the vizir, “did you pretend not to 
know him at Ormus ?” 

They replied that they had not seen me at Ormus. 

“Traitors,” he replied, eyeing them with a threatening 
aspect, “what will you say when I show you a certificate 
from the Cadi of Ormus, proving the contrary ?” 

At these words, which the vizir only made use of to 
put them to the proof, my associates turned pale and 
became confused. The vizir noticed their altered looks, 
and bade them confess their crime, that they might not 
be compelled to do so by being put to the torture. 

They then confessed every thing, and were conveyed 
to prison, until the caliph should be informed of the 
matter and give his orders respecting the kind of death 
which they were to undergo. In the mean time, how- 
ever, they contrived to make their escape, either by 
bribing their guards or deceiving their vigilance, anc 
concealed themselves so carefully in Bagdad that all 
search after them proved ineffectual. Their property, 
however, was confiscated to the caliph, excepting a small 
part which was bestowed upon me, by way of some 
compensation for the robbery. 

After this, all my ambition consisted in living a quiet 
life with the princess, with whom I was perfectly united 
in love and affection. My constant prayer to Heaven 
was, that such a state of felicity might be continued to 
us. But, alas! how vain are the wishes and hopes of 
man, who is never destined to enjoy unruffled repose for 
a long time, but whose existence is continually disturbed 
by contending cares and sorrows! Returning home one 
evening from partaking of an entertainment with some 
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friends, I knocked at the door of my house, but could 
get no one to admit me, although I knocked loudly and 
repeatedly. I was surprised at this, and began to form 
the gloomiest conjectures. I redoubled my knocks at 
the door, but no slave came to admit me. “ What can 
have happened?” J thought: “can this be some new 
misfortune that has befallen me?” Such were my sur- 
mises. At the noise I made, several neighbors came 
out of their houses, and, being as astonished as myself at 
none of the domestics appearing, we broke open the 
door, and, on entering, found my slaves lying on the 
floor, with their throats cut, and weltering in their blood. 
We passed from them to Zelica’s apartment; and here 
another frightful spectacle presented itself, for we found 
both Schapour and Cale-Cairi stretched lifeless on the 
ground, bathed in their blood. I called on Zelica, but 
received no reply. I searched every room and corner 
in the house, but without finding her. Such a blow was 
too much for me, and I sank back in a swoon in the 
arms Of my neighbors. Happy would it have been for 
me had the angel of death at that moment borne me 
away. Butno! it was the will of Heaven that I should 
live to see the full horror of my fate. 

When my neighbors by their attentions had succeeded 
in recalling me to life, I asked how it was possible that 
so terrible a slaughter could have taken place in my 
house and not the slightest sound of it have been heard 
by them. They replied that they were as astonished as 
I was at the circumstance. I then ran to the cadi, who 
despatched his nayb* into all the surrounding country 
with all his asast ; but their inquiries were fruitless, and 
every one formed his own conjecture respecting this 
horrible tragedy. As for myself, I believe, as well as 
many others, that my former partners were the perpe- 
trators of the crime. My grief was so intense that I 
fell ill, and continued in a languishing state at Bagdad 
for a long time. When I recovered, I sold my house, 
and went to reside at Mossul, carrying with me the 
wreck of my fortune. I adopted this course because I 
had a relation there of whom I was extremely fond, and 
who belonged to the household of the grand vizir of the 
King of Mossul. My relation received me very cor- 
dially, andin ashort time I became known to the minister, 
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who, thinking that he saw in me good business-talents, 
gave me some employment. I endeavored to discharge 
effectively the duties intrusted to me, and I had the 
good fortune to succeed. His satisfaction with me daily 
increased, and I became insensibly initiated into the 
most secret state affairs, the weight of which I even 
assisted him to bear. In a few years this minister died, 
and the king, who was perhaps too partial to me, ap- 
pointed me to his place, which I filled for two years, to 
the satisfaction of the king and the contentment of the 
people. To mark, also, how much he was pleased with 
my conduct as minister, he first gave me the name of 
Atalmule. And now envy soon began to be excited 
against me. Some of the chief nobles became my secret 
enemies, and plotted my ruin. The better to secure 
their ends, they instilled suspicions respecting me into 
the mind of the Prince of Mossul, who, being influenced 
by their unfavorable insinuations, asked the king, his 
father, to deprive me of power. The king at first refused, 
but yielded at last to the urgent requests of his son. 
I thereupon left Mossul, and came to Damascus, where 
I had soon the honor of being presented to your majesty. 
I have now related to you, sire, the history of my life, 
and the cause of the deep grief in which I seem to be 
buried. The abduction of Zelica is ever present to my 
mind, and renders me insensible to every kind of plea- 
sure. If I could learn that she was no more in life, I 
might perhaps lose the recollection of her, as I did 
before ; but the uncertainty of her fate brings her ever 
back to my memory and constantly feeds my grief. 


Continuation of the Story of Bing Wardin- 
Holo and. his VB. 


Wuen the vizir Atalmulc had concluded the recital of 
his adventures, the king said to him,— 

“I am no longer surprised at your melancholy, for 
you have, indeed, good reasons for it. But every one 
has not, like you, lost a princess, and you are wrong in 
thinking that there is not one man in the world who is 
perfectly satisfied with his condition.” 

For the purpose of proving to his grand vizir that 
there are men in this state, the King of Damascus said, 
one day, to his favorite, Seyf-Elmulouk, ‘Go into: the 
city; walk before the shop of the artisans, and bring 
me here immediately the man who seems the gayest of 
the gay.” The favorite obeyed, and returned to Bed- 
reddin in a few hours. ‘“ Well,” said the monarch, ‘“‘ have 
you done what I commanded you ?” 

“ Yes, sire,” replied the favorite. ‘‘I passed in front 
of several shops, and saw all descriptions of workmen 
who sung while at their various occupations and seemed 
quite contented with their lot. I noticed one among 
them—a young weaver named Malek—who laughed 
with his neighbors till I thought he would have split 
his sides; and I stopped to have some chat with him. 
‘Friend,’ I said, ‘you appear to be very merry.’ ‘ Yes,’ 
he replied, ‘itis my way : I don’t encourage melancholy.’ 
I asked his neighbors if it was true that he was of such 
a happy turn of mind, and they all assured me that he 
did nothing but laugh from morning till night. I then 
told him to follow me, and I have brought him to the 
palace. He is now at hand. Does your majesty wish 
him to be introduced to your presence ?” 

“ By all means,” replied the king: ‘bring him here, 
for I wish to speak with him.” 

Seyf-Elmulouk immediately left the king’s cabinet 
and returned in an instant, followed by a good-looking 
young man, whom the favorite presented to the king. 
The \eaver threw himself down at the monarch’s feet, 
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who said to him, ‘‘ Rise, Malek, and tell me truly if you 
are as happy as you seem to be. Iam told you do no- 
thing but laugh and sing the livelong day while at your 
work: you are thought to be the happiest man in my 
dominions, and there is reason to believe that such is 
really the case. Tell me whether or not this is a correct 
judgment, and if you are contented with your condi- 
tion. This isa matter that Iam concerned to know; and 
I desire that you will speak without disguise.” 

“Great king,” replied the weaver, standing up, ‘may 
your majesty’s days last to the end of the world, and be 
interwoven with a thousand delights, unmixed with the 
slightest misfortune! Excuse your slave from. satisfy- 
ing your curiosity. If it is forbidden to lie tọ kings, it 
must also be owned that there are truths that we dare 
not reveal. I can only say that a false idea is enter- 
tained respecting me: in spite of my laughter and 
songs, I am perhaps the most unfortunate of men. Be 
contented with this avowal, sire, and do not compel me 
to relate my misfortunes to you.” 

“I am resolved to have them,” replied the king. 
“ Why should you be afraid to tell them? Are they not 
creditable to you?” 

“Of this your majesty must judge,” replied the 
weaver. “I had resolved to keep them to myself; but, 
since it is necessary, I will proceed with my story.” 

The weaver then began, as follows :— 


The Story of Walek and the Princess Schirine, 


I aw the only son of a merchant of Surat, who left me 
at his death considerable wealth, most of which I squan- 
dered away in a very short time. I was nearly at the 
end of my property, when one day a stranger, who was 
going to the island of Serendib, happened to be dining 
with me. The conversation turned on voyages and 
travels: some who were present praised the advantages 
and the pleasure attending them, and others expatiated 
on their dangers. Among the guests there were a few 
persons who had travelled extensively, and who gave 
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us detailed accounts of their experience in this adven- 
turous kind of life. Between their accounts of the 
strange and curious scenes which they had witnessed 
and of the dangers which they had encountered, my 
mind was kept in suspense, as I conceived a strong 
desire to travel, and yet felt afraid of the accompanying 
risks. After listening to all that was related, I re- 
marked, — 

“ It is impossible to hear your striking account of the 
pleasure experienced by you in travelling over the world 
without feeling a strong wish to travel also; but the 
dangers to which a traveller is exposed deprive me of 
all inclination for visiting foreign countries. If it were 
possible,” I added, smiling, “to go from one end of the 
earth to the other without meeting with any bad acci- 
dent by the way, I would leave Surat to-day.” 

These words excited universal laughter; but the 
stranger before alluded to remarked, — 

“O Malek, if you have a desire to travel, and if no- 
thing prevents you but the fear of encountering robbers 
and other dangers, I will teach you, whenever you have 
a mind, a method of travelling at your pleasure, and 
without peril, from one kingdom to another.” 

I thought he was joking; but after dinner he took 
me aside, and told me that he would pay me a visit the 
following morning and show me something extraor- 
dinary. He was true to his word, for the next day he 
came to see me, and said, ‘“‘I mean to keep my promise; 
but some days must elapse before you can see the effect, 
for what I have to show you is a piece of workmanship 
which cannot be constructed in a day. Send, therefore, 
for a carpenter: let one of your slaves go for him, and 
let them both return with planks and other materials 
according to this list.” I immediately complied with 
his request. When the slave and the carpenter re- 
turned, the stranger directed the latter to construct a 
box in the form of a bird, six feet in length and four in 
breadth, the upper part open, so as to admit a man to 
sit in it. The artisan immediately set to work; and the 
stranger on his part was not idle, for he made or brought 
from his lodging several parts of the machine, such as 
wings, wheels, and springs. For several days the car- 
penter and he worked together, and afterward the for- 
mer was dismissed, while the stranger spent one day in 
putting together the machinery and finishing the work. 
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At length, on the sixth day, the box was finished, and 
covered with a Persian carpet. I observed that in this 
box there were several apertures, as well to admit air as 
to serve for look-outs. At the stranger’s desire, I then 
ordered some of my slaves to carry it into the country, 
whither I followed with the stranger. When we arrived 
at the spot, he said to me, “Send away your slaves, and 
let no one be here but ourselves. I do not wish to have 
other persons present beside yourself to see what I am 
about to do.” 

I ordered my slaves to return home, while I remained 
alone with the stranger. I was very anxious to know 
what he intended to do with this machine, and eagerly 
watched his movements. He removed the carpet, and 
stepped inside. In amoment the box began to ascend 
above the earth and soared into the sky with incredible 
swiftness, carrying him rapidly to a great distance in the 
clouds. Before I had recovered from my astonishment, 
he was down again on the ground. I cannot express to 
you my amazament at witnessing this miracle of art. 

‘‘You behold,” said the stranger to me, as he stepped 
out of the machine, “a very quiet carriage; and you 
must admit that in travelling in it there is no fear of 
being robbed on the journey. This is the method I 
spoke of, and I now make you a present of the machine 
to be employed by you if ever you should take a fancy 
to visit foreign countries. Do not suppose that there is 
any magic or black art in what you have seen: it is 
neither by cabalistic words nor by virtue of a talisman 
that the box rises above the earth: its motion is pro- 
duced merely by an ingenious adaptation of mashinery. 
I am perfectly conversant with the mechanical arts, and 
know how to construct other machines quite as surprising 
as this one.” 

I thanked the stranger for such a rare gift, and, as a 
mark of my gratitude, presented him with a purse of 
sequins. I then requested him to instruct me how to 
set the machine in motion. “It is very easily done,” 
~ he said, and requested me to step into the box along 
with him: he then touched a spring, and we imme- 
diately mounted up into the air. When there, he next 
showed me how to steer the machine. “By turning 
this screw,” he said, “you will go to the right, and that 
other screw will take you to the left; by touching this 
spring you will ascend, and the same operation applied 
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to another spring will cause yon to descend.” I wanted 
to make the experiment myself: I turned the screws 
and touched the springs, and the machine, obedient to 
my hand, went whither I pleased; I quickened its move- 
ments, or slackened them, just as I wished. After 
having taken several turns in the air, we directed our 
flight toward my house and alighted in the garden. 

We reached home before my slaves, who were asto- 
nished beyond measure when they found we had re- 
turned. I shut up the box in my room, where I watched 
it more carefully than any heap of gold; and the 
stranger departed as well satisfied with me as I was 
with him. I continued to amuse myself in the society 
of my friends until I had eaten and drunk all my for- 
tune,—was compelled to borrow money, and eventually 
got over head and ears in debt. As soon as it was 
known in Surat that I was a ruined man, I lost all 
credit: no one would trust me, and my creditors, being 
impatient to get their money, sent me summonses to 
pay them. Finding myself almost penniless, and con- 
sequently exposed to all kinds of insults and mortifica- 
tions, I had recourse to my machine, and, dragging it 
out one night from my room into the open air, I stepped 
into it, taking with me some provisions and the little 
money I had left. I touched the spring which caused 
the machine to ascend; and then, moving one of the 
screws, [ turned my back upon Surat and my creditors, 
without any fear of their sending the officers after me. 
I put on as much propelling-power as possible all 
night, and it seemed to me that my flight was swifter 
than the winds. At daybreak I looked out of one of 
the apertures in the carpet, to see whereabouts I was. 
I could see nothing but mountains, precipices, a barren 
country, and a frightful desert. Wherever I looked I 
could discover no signs of human habitations. During 
all that day and the following night I continued my 
aerial tour, and next day I found myself above a very 
thick wood, near which was a fine city situated in an 
extensive plain. I stopped here, in order to take a 
view of the city, as well as of a magnificent palace 
which I saw at some distance from it at the extremity 
of the plain. I was extremely anxious to know where 
I was, and began to ponder in what way I could satisfy 
my curiosity, when I observed a peasant at work in a 
field. I descended in the wood, left my box there, and, 
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going up to the laborer, asked the name of the city. 
“Young man,” he replied, “it is easy to see that you 
are a stranger, since you do not know that this is the 
renowned city of Gazna, where the just and valiant 
King Bahaman resides.” 

«And who lives,” I asked, “in the palace at the end 
of the plain ?” l 

“The King of Gazna,” he replied, “has built it in 
order to keep his daughter, the Princess Schirine, shut 
up there; for the princess’s horoscope declares that 
she is threatened with being deceived by a man. 
Bahaman, for the purpose of evading this predicted 
danger, has erected this palace, which is built of marble 
and surrounded by a deep ditch. The gate is formed 
of Indian steel; and, while the king himself keeps the 
key, a numerous body of troops keep watch round it 
day and night to prevent any man from gaining en- 
trance. The king goes once a week to see his daughter, - 
and then returns to Gazna. Schirine’s only companions 
in the palace are a governess and a few female slaves.” 

I thanked the peasant for his information, and di- 
rected my steps toward the city. When I was near 
to it, [heard the noise of an approaching multitude, 
and soon espied a vast crowd of horsemen magnifi- 
cently attired and mounted on very fine horses richly 
caparisoned. I perceived in the midst of this splendid 
cavalcade a tall individual, with a crown of gold on his 
head, and whose dress was covered with diamonds, 
I concluded that this person was the King of Gazna, 
going to visit the princess his daughter; and, in fact, 
I learned in the city that my conjecture was correct. 

After having made the circuit of the city and some- 
what satisfied my curiosity, I bethought me of my 
machine; and, although I had left it in a spot which 
seemed to promise security, I became uneasy on its 
account. I left Gazna and had no peace of mind until 
I reached the place where I had left the box, which 
I found quite safe. I then became tranquil, and par- 
took with a good appetite of the food which I had 
brought with me; and, as night was coming on, I re- 
solved to pass it in the wood. I had reason to hope 
that a profound sleep would soon overpower me, for 
latterly my debts, as well as the general complication 
of my affairs, had naturally caused me much uneasiness 
` and many sleepless nights. But my wishes were in 
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vain: I could not sleep: for what the peasant had told 
me respecting the Princess Schirine was constantly 
present to my mind. The more I thought of her and 
her peculiar situation, the more did I become possessed 
with the desire of effecting an interview. At length 
my inclinations became ungovernable, and I resolved 
to convey myself to the roof of the princess’s palace 
and endeavor to obtain an entrance into her chamber. 
“ Perhaps,” thought I, “I may have the happiness to 
please her, perhaps to dispel the ennui she must suffer 
under: perhaps, even, I may be the mortal whose for- 
tunate audacity was foretold by the astrologers.” I was 
young, and, consequently, thoughtless, and I was not 
deficient in courage, or such a scheme would not have 
occurred to me. However, having formed the rash 
resolution, I instantly proceeded to execute.it. I raised 
myself up in the air, and steered my machine in the 
direction of the palace. The night was as dark as I could 
wish. I passed, without being seen, over the heads 
of the soldiers, who were dispersed around the palace 
fossé, keeping watch, and descended on the roof near 
a spot where Isaw a light. Quitting my box, I then 
slipped in at a window which had been left open to 
admit the cool night-breeze. The room was furnished 
with the utmost magnificence; and I saw, reposing in 
slumber on a sofa, a young lady who, from the splendor 
and luxury with which she was surrounded, I could not 
doubt was the Princess Schirine herself. I gazed for 
some time on her, and found her to be of such dazzling 
beauty as exceeded the highest idea I had formed of 
her. I drew nearer in order to gaze upon her more 
intently : I could not, without an overwhelming emotion 
of rapture, contemplate such charms. I was quite over- 
come, and, hardly knowing what I was about, knelt 
down beside her to kiss one of her beautiful hands. 
She awoke at that instant, and, seeing a man near her, 
though in an attitude of respect which need have ex- 
cited no alarm, uttered a cry which soon brought her 
governess, who slept in an adjoining room. 

‘* Help, Mahpeiker!”’ exclaimed the princess: ‘here 
is a man! How is it possible for him to get into my 
room? You must surely have admitted him, and are 
an accomplice in his crime.” 

“I his accomplice !” exclaimed the governess: “the 
bare idea is an insult to me! I am as astonished as 
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you can be to see here this rash young man. Besides, 
if I had even been inclined to favor him in his bold 
attempt, how was it possible for me to deceive the 
vigilance of the guards who keep watch around the 
palace? You know also that there are twenty gates 
of burnished steel to be opened before any person can 
get in here: the seal-royal is on every lock, and the 
king, your father, keeps the keys. I cannot imagine 
how this young man has been able to overcome all 
these obstacles.” 

All this time I remained kneeling, overwhelmed with 
confusion: the governess’s long speech, however, gave 
me time to collect my thoughts, and it occurred to me 
that I would endeavor to persuade them that I was a 
being of a superior order. 

“ Beautiful princess,” I said to Schirine, rising from 
my knee and making her a profound obeisance, “ do not 
be surprised at seeing me here. I am not a lover who 
lavishes gold and resorts to nefarious tricks to accom- 
plish his wishes; far be from me any unworthy inten- 
tion: I have not a wish at which your virtuous mind 
need be ashamed. Know, then, that I am the King 
of the Genii; for a long time I have been aware of 
your singular position, and could not without pitying 
you see you condemned to pass your best days in a 
prison. Iam come here to throw myself at your feet 
and to ask you in marriage from Bahaman: as my 
bride, it will be in my power to shield you from the 
danger alluded to by the prediction which has terrified 
your father. Deign, therefore, beautiful princess, to 
look kindly on my suit, and then let both your father 
and yourself be at rest respecting your future fate, 
which cannot fail to be both glorious and happy; for, 
as soon as the news of your marriage is spread abroad 
in the world, all the kings of the earth will stand in 
awe of the father-in-law of so powerful a monarch, and 
every princess will envy your fate.” 

Schirine and her governess looked at each other during 
this speech, as if desirous of consulting together whether 
they should give credit to it. I confess I had reason to 
believe that they would give no heed to such a fable; 
but women are fond of the wonderful, and both Mah- 
peiker and her mistress believed me. 

After passing the greater part of the night in delightful 
conversation with the Princess of Gazna and her gover- 
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ness, I left her apartment before daybreak, promising 
to return next day. I lost no time in getting into my 
machine, and ascended to a great height, that I might 
not be seen by the soldiers. I alighted in the wood, left 
the box there, and went into the city, where I purchased 
a stock of provisions for eight days, magnificent robes, a 
turban of Indian woof surrounded with a golden circlet 
darting forth rays of light, and a rich girdle. At the 
same time I did not forget the costliest perfumes and 
essences. I spent all my money in these purchases, 
without troubling my head about the future; for I 
thought that after such a pleasant adventure as had 
befallen me I should never more want for any thing. I 
remained all day in the wood employed in dressing and 
perfuming myself with the utmost care and attention. 
When night came on, I entered the machine and set 
off for the roof of Schirine’s palace, where I introduced 
myself into her apartment as before, and spent another 
delightful evening in conversation with the princess and 
her attendant. I left the palace when night was waning, 
for fear lest my imposture should be discovered. I 
returned next-day, and always conducted myself so 
cleverly that the princess and Mahpeiker had not the 
least idea that I was an impostor. True it is that the 
princess by degrees had acquired such a fondness for 
me that, on this account, she gave a more ready belief 
to what I said; for love is blind, and, when such feelings 
exist in favor of a person, his sincerity is never doubted. 
I, too, had become deeply enamored of the beautiful 
princess, and more than once regretted the imposture I 
was practising on her. But what was I todo? To dis- 
cover it was certain destruction, and I could not sum- 
mon up courage to undeceive her. 

After some days had elapsed, the King of Gazna, 
attended by some of his oflicers, paid his weekly visit 
to his daughter’s palace, and, finding the gates securely 
fastened, and his seal on the locks, said to the vizirs who 
accompanied him,— 

“ Every thing goes on as well as possible: so long as 
the palace-gates continue in this state I have little fear 
of the evil with which my daughter is threatened.” 

He went up to her apartment alone and unannounced, 
and at seeing him she could not help betraying some 
emotion, which he noticed and required to know the 
reason of. Iis curiosity added to her perplexity; and, 
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finding herself at last compelled to satisfy him, she 
related all that had taken place. Your majesty may 
conceive the astonishment of King Bahaman when he 
learned that, without his knowledge, a proposal of mar- 
riage had been made by the King of the Genii. But he 
was not so easily duped as his daughter. Suspecting the 
truth, he exclaimed,— 

“ Alas! my child, how credulous you are! Oh, Heaven! 
I see that it is hopeless to endeavor to avoid the mis- 
fortunes destined for us. The horoscope of Schirine is 
fulfilled: some villain has deceived her!’ 

So saying, he left the princess’s room in a state of 
great agitation, and went over all the palace, from the 
top to the bottom, searching everywhere, and strictly 
examining all the attendants, but, I need hardly say, 
without success; for he found no trace of any stranger, 
nor the slightest circumstance to lead to the supposition 
that bribery had been resorted to,—which increased his 
astonishment. “By what means,” he said, “can any 
person, however ingenious and daring, enter this fortress? 
To me it is inconceivable.” 

He resolved to get at the truth of the matter some- 
how; but, being desirous of setting to work prudently, 
and of speaking himself alone, in the first instance and 
without witnesses, to the pretended genius, he sent back 
his vizirs and courtiers to Gazna. ‘‘ Withdraw,” he 
said to them, “and I will remain alone at the palace 
this night with my daughter; and do you return here 
to-morrow.” 

They all obeyed the king’s orders: they returned to 
the city, and Bahaman set about questioning the princess 
afresh until night drew on. He asked her if I had 
eaten with her. She replied that I had not, for that she 
had in vain offered me refreshments, and that she had 
not seen me either eat or drink any thing since I came 
to her. ‘“‘Tell me the whole occurrence again,” he said, 
“and conceal nothing.” Schirine related to him her story 
all over again, and the king, who was attentive to her 
recital, weighed every circumstance of it carefully. 

Night had now set in. Bahaman seated himself on a 
sofa, and ordered tapers to be lit and to be placed before 
him on the marble table. He then drew his sabre, to 
be employed, if necessary, in wiping out with my blood 
the insult he conceived to have been offered to his 
honor. He sat thus, expecting me every moment; and 
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the idea of seeing me appear instantaneously probably 
agitated him not a little. 

That night it happened that the atmosphere was 
highly charged with electric matter. A brilliant flash 
of lightning darted across the sky before him and made 
him start. Approaching the window at which Schirine 
had told him I should enter, and observing the heavens 
to be on fire with vivid flashes, his imagination was 
excited, although nothing was taking place but what 
was quite natural: he thought he saw in the clouds 
fanciful forms, among which was prominently conspi- 
cuous that of a venerable old man, such as the prophet 
is represented to us. As he gazed, he forgot to reflect 
that these meteors arose merely from exhalations of an 
inflammable nature that exploded in the air, and came 
to regard them as brilliant lights announcing to the 
world the descent of the King of the Genii. In sucha 
state of mind, the king was disposed to receive me as 
really bearing the character to which I pretended, and 
therefore, when I appeared at the window, instead of 
exhibiting the fury he had contemplated, he was over- 
come with respect and fear: he dropped his sabre, and, 
falling at my feet, kissed them, and said, “O great 
king! what am I, and what have I done, to deserve the 
honor of being your father-in-law ?” 

From these words I could guess what had passed 
between the king and the princess, and discovered that 
the worthy monarch was almost as easily imposed upon 
as his daughter. We sat down together on the sofa and 
conversed. I now formally renewed to him my suit for 
the hand of the princess. He believed all I told him, 
and, feeling delighted at the prospect of being allied to 
me, again prostrated himself at my feet in sign of grati- 
tude for my kindness. I raised him up, embraced him, 
and assured him of my protection, for which he could 
not find language sufficiently strong to thank me. It 
was arranged that the marriage should take place the 
following day. I stopped with Schirine and her father 
for a few hours. But, however pleased I might be with 
our interview, I did not forget how time was flying: I 
was apprehensive of daylight surprising us, and of my 
box being seen on the roof of the palace. I therefore 
made haste to leave in good time and to reseat myself 
in the machine. 

The following day, on the return of the vizirs and 
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great officers of state, a magnificent banquet was pre- 
pared at the palace, and immediately on my arrival in 
the evening the marriage was celebrated with great 
pomp and rejoicing. 

A month had nearly passed, during which I continued 
to be looked on and treated as the King of the Genii, 
and I was leading a most agreeable life, when there 
arrived in the city of Gazna an ambassador from a neigh- 
boring monarch to demand Schirine in marriage. On 
being admitted to an audience, and detailing the object 
of his embassy, Bahaman said to him,— 

“Tam sorry that Iam unable to give my daughter in 
marriage to the king your master, for I have already 
bestowed her hand on the King of the Genii.” 

From such a reply, the ambassador supposed that King 
Bahaman had lost his senses: he therefore took leave 
and returned to his master, who also at first thought 
Bahaman was mad, but, on reconsidering the answer, 
began to look on the refusal as a studied insult; he 
therefore raised troops, and, forming a large army, 
entered the kingdom of Gazna in a hostile manner. 
This king, whose name was Cacem, was more powerful 
than Bahaman, who also was so slow in preparing to 
oppose his enemy that he could not prevent him from 
making great progress, Cacem defeated some troops 
which opposed him, and, advancing rapidly toward the 
city of Gazna, found the army of Bahaman intrenched 
in the plain before the castle of the Princess Schirine. 
The design of the irritated lover was to attack Bahaman 
in his intrenchments; but, as his troops had need of rest, 
and he had only arrived that evening in the plain after 
a long forced march, he delayed his attack until the fol- 
lowing morning. 

The King of Gazna, having been informed of the 
numbers and valor of Cacem’s soldiers, began to tremble 
for the result. He assembled his privy council and 
asked for their advice, when one of its members spoke 
in the following terms :— 

“Tam astonished that the king should appear to be 
at all uneasy on this occasion. What alarm can all the 
princes of the world, to say nothing of Cacem, occasion 
to the father-in-law of the King of the Genii? Your 
majesty need only address yourself to him, and beg 
his assistance, and he will soon confound your enemies. 
It is his duty to do this, indeed, since it is on his account 
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that Cacem has come to disturb the quiet of your ma- 
jesty’s subjects.” 

This speech did not fail to inspire King Bahaman with 
confidence. 

“ You are right,” he said to the courtier: “I shall at 
once go and beg of him to repulse my proud enemy, and 
I venture to hope that he will not reject my supplication.” 
a So saying, he went to visit his daughter, and said to 

er, — 

“Schirine, to-morrow at daybreak it is Cacem’s inten- 
tion to attack us, and I am afraid he will earry our 
intrenchments. I wish to entreat of the King of the 
Genii that he would undertake our defence. Let us 
unite our prayers that he would be favorable to us.” 

“My lord and father,” replied the princess, ‘there 
will be no great difficulty in engaging the king on our 
side: he will soon disperse the enemy’s troops, and all 
the kings of the world will learn, at Caeem’s expense, 
to respect you.” 

“ But,” resumed King Bahaman, “ night is coming on, 
and still the King of the Genii does not appear. Can 
he have forsaken us?” 

“ No, no, my father,” replied Schirine: “do not fear 
that he will fail us in time of need. He sees the army 
which is now besieging us, and is perhaps at this 
moment preparing to carry disorder and terror into all 
its ranks.” ` 

And this, in fact, was what I was desirous of doing. 
I had watehed during the day Cacem’s troops; I had 
observed their arrangement, and taken particular notice 
of the head-quarters of the king. I eolleeted a quantity 
of stones and pebbles, both large and small, with which 
I filled my box, and at midnight I mounted aloft. 
Advancing toward the tents of Cacem, I èasily disco- 
vered that in which the king was reposing. It was very 
lofty, richly adorned with gilding, and in the form of a 
dome, supported on twelve columns of painted wood 
fixed deep in the ground. The spaces between the 
columns were intertwined with branches of different 
kinds of trees, and toward the summit there were two 
windows, one at the east and another at the south side. 

All the soldiers around the tent were asleep ; and this 
eircumstance permitted me to descend near one of the 
windows without béing perceived. Through it I saw 
the king lying on a sofa, with his head supported on 
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a satin cushion. Rising a little in my box, I hurled a 
large stone at Cacem. I struck him on the forehead, 
and wounded him dangerously: he uttered a cry, which 
soon awoke his guards and officers, who, running up to 
him, found him covered with blood and almost insen- 
sible. Immediately loud cries were heard, and the 
alarm was communicated to the whole quarter, every 
one asking what had happened. A report was soon 
circulated that the king was wounded, and it was not 
known by whom the blow had been struck. Whilst 
the culprit was being searched for, I ascended high up 
among the clouds, and discharged from an immense 
height a shower of stones on the royal tent and all near 
it. The stones cut through the silk of the tent, and 
severely wounded the attendants: many of the soldiers 
who surrounded it, too, were very badly hit, and began 
to cry out that stones were being rained down on them 
from heaven. The news soon spread; and, to confirm 
it, I scattered my stony artillery in all directions. Ter- 
ror took possession of the army,—both officers and 
soldiers thinking that the Prophet was enraged with 
Cacem, and that his anger was too evidently declared by 
this miraculousinterference. Inshort, Bahaman’s enemies 
took to flight in a panic, and with such precipitation that 
they abandoned their tents and baggage to their foes, 
crying out, ‘‘We are lost! Heaven is destroying us P” 

When day dawned, the King of Gazna was not a little 
surprised to find that, instead of advancing to the at- 
tack, the enemy was in full retreat. Seeing this, how- 
ever, he pursued the fugitives with his best troops, who 
made prodigious carnage, and took prisoner Cacem him- 
self, whose wound prevented his making a sufficiently 
speedy flight. 

“ Why,” asked Bahaman, when his enemy was brought 
before him, ‘‘ why have you advanced into my dominions 
against all right and reason? What provocation have I 
given you for making war against me?” 

“ Bahaman,” replied the vanquished monarch, ‘I 
thought you had refused me your daughter out of con- 
tempt for me, and I thirsted to be revenged upon you. 
I believed the story of the King of the Genii being your 
son-in-law to be a mere pretext. I have now, however, 
good reason to be sure of its truth, for it is he who has 
wounded me and dispersed my army.” 

When the pursuit was ended, Bahaman returned to 
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Gazna with Cacem, who, however, died of his wound 
the same day. The spoil was divided; and it was so 
considerable that even the common soldiers returned 
home laden with booty; and prayers were offered up in 
all the mosques thanking Heaven for having confounded 
the enemies of the state. 

When night arrived, the king repaired to the prin- 
cess’s palace. 

“ My daughter,” he said, “ I have come to thank the 
King of the Genii for a success I owe entirely to him. 
The courier whom I despatched to you has informed 
you of all that he has done for us, and I am so pro- 
foundly grateful for it that I am dying with impatience 
to embrace his knees.” 

This satisfaction was soon granted him. I entered 
Schirine’s room.by the usual window, and there, as I 
indeed expected, I found him. 

“Q great king!” he exclaimed, “language is wanting 
to express to you what I feel on this occasion. Read your- 
seif in my countenance the full measure of my gratitude.” 

I raised up Bahaman, and kissed his forehead. 

“Prince,” I said to him, “could you possibly think 
that I would refuse to help you in the embarrassing 
situation in which you were placed on my account? I 
have punished the proud Cacem, who intended to make 
himself master of your kingdom, and to carry off 
Schirine, to place her among the slaves of his seraglio. 
No longer fear that any potentate on the earth will dare 
to make war against you; but, if any one should be so 
bold, be assured that I will rain a fiery shower upon his 
troops, which will reduce them to ashes.” 

After having again assured the King of Gazna that I 
would take his kingdom under my protection, I related 
how the enemy’s army had been terrified at seeing stones 
showered down upon their camp. Bahaman, for his 
part, repeated to me what Cacem had told him, and 
then took his departure, leaving Schirine and myself 
to ourselves. The princess was as sensible as her father 
of the important service I had rendered to the country, 
and manifested the greatest gratitude, caressing me a 
thousand times over. 

Two days after the interment of Cacem, on whom, 
although a foe, a magnificent funeral was bestowed, the 
King of Gazna commanded that rejoicings should take 
place in the city for the defeat of the enemy’s troops. 
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I thought that a festival prepared in my honor ought 
to be signalized by some wonderful prodigy; and for 
this purpose I purchased in Gazna some combustible 
materials. With these I manufactured fireworks, which 
I let off at as great a height as possible, while the people 
in the streets were celebrating their victory with great 
rejoicings. My pyrotechnic display was very successful ; 
and as soon as daylight appeared I left my machine, and 
went into the town to have the pleasure of hearing 
what people said about me. I was not deceived in my 
expectations. A thousand extravagant accounts were 
current among those who had been spectators of my 
display. Some said that the King of the Genii had 
illuminated the whole heavens expressly to show his 
satisfaction with the festival; and others asserted that 
they had even seen him in the sky, surrounded by a 
blaze of meteors. 

All these speeches amused me exceedingly. But, 
alas! while I was indulging in these pleasurable sensa- 
tions, my box,—my dear machine,—the instrument by 
which { had worked all my wonders,—was burning to 
ashes in the wood. A spark, which I had not perceived, 
had set fire to it in my absence and consumed it, and in 
this state I found it on my return. A father who enters 
his house and finds his only son pierced with a thousand 
mortal wounds and lying bathed in his blood could not 
suffer more than I did on this occasion. I tore my hair 
and garments, while the wood resounded with my cries 
and lamentations: I even wonder that I did not lay 
violent hands upon myself in the paroxysm of my 
despair. However, by degrees I became calmed, and, 
reflecting that there was no help for my disaster, I at 
the same time perceived that some resolution must be 
formed immediately. Only one course seemed open to 
me, and that was to seek my fortunes elsewhere. 

Leaving, therefore, Bahaman and Schirine, doubtless 
in the deepest distress about me, I left the city of Gazna, 
and, falling in with a caravan of Egyptian merchants 
returning to their own country, I joined myself to them, 
and travelled to ‘Grand Cairo, where I became a weaver 
in order to gain a subsistence. I Hved there for some 
years, and afterward came to Damascus, where I have 
followed, the same occupation. In appearance I am 
very well satisfied with my condition, but in reality Iam 
not at all happy. JI cannot forget my former fortunate 
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condition; Schirine is ever present to my thoughts; 
and, although I would wish to banish her from my re- 
collection, and in truth make every effort to do so, yet 
the attempt, as painful as useless, merely causes me 
constant uneasiness. 

I have now, may it please your majesty, performed 
what you required of me. I know very well that you 
do not approve the deceit I practised toward the King 
of Gazna and the Princess Schirine, for I have perceived 
oftener than once that my story was repugnant to your 
feelings and that your piety shuddered at my sacrilegious 
audacity. But be pleased to remember that you de- 
manded a true aceount from me, and condescend to 
forgive the confession I have made of my adventures, 
in consideration of the necessity I was under of obeying 
you. 


CONCLUSION. 


Tue King of Damascus made a suitable reply, and 
dismissed the weaver, whose story afforded a new argu- 
ment in favor of the grand vizir’s opinion that there 
is nO man who is perfectly happy: however, the king 
would not desist. 

“Atalmulc,” he said, ‘‘with the exception of yourself, 
there is no man approaches me but with a smiling coun- 
tenance: it cannot be that not one of all these is per- 
fectly happy. I shall ask my generals, courtiers, and all 
the officers of my household. Go, vizir, and summon 
them all into my presence in succession.” 

He had the patience to speak to them all individually, 
and they all made the same reply,—namely, that they 
were not exempt from grief. One complained of his 
wife, another of his children; the poor accused their 
poverty as the cause of all their misfortunes, and the 
rich either did not enjoy good health, or labored under 
some other source of affliction. 

Bedreddin, having questioned so many persons, not 
one of whom was contented with his lot, came at last 
to be of the same mind with Atalmulc, and was obliged 
to admit to his favorite vizir that perfect folicifyrisinot to 
be looked for in the present life,—that every lot and 
every station has its cares, its anxieties, and its misfor- 
tunes,—and that we approach the condition of complete 
happiness only as we conscientiously discharge those 
duties which our position daily and hourly requires of us. 
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